
 

 

FADE IN: 

 

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL GYMNASIUM - NIGHT 

The high school is of a town like Anywhere, USA.  A large 
banner hangs above the entrance to the gym declaring that 
tonight is the senior prom.  The theme of tonight’s dance is 
“Just Like Heaven”.  MUSIC radiates from within the gym.  
Limousines pull up in front of the gymnasium with COUPLES 
dressed in gowns and tuxedos file in through the double gym 
doors. 

INT. HIGH SCHOOL GYMNASIUM 

The MUSIC is LOUDER in here.  The gym is all decked out with 
crepe paper streamers, balloons, a spinning mirrored globe, 
the typical prom decorations.  The middle of the gym floor 
is devoted to dancing.  Off to one side is a long line of 
PROM DATES waiting to get their picture taken by the 
PHOTOGRAPHER, in front of  makeshift Pearly Gates.  The 
dates in line look bored as they fix their hair, bow ties, 
corsages, gowns, etc…  Off to the side of the dance floor, 
the various WALL FLOWERS sit at tables sipping punch and 
looking for an escape.  The CHAPERONES, made up mostly of 
school faculty, meander around the buffet table and 
occasionally venture out to the dance floor to keep things 
in proper order.  It is your typical prom, the kind you 
hated if you went to, or the kind that you were glad you 
missed. 

At one end of the gym, there is a deejay booth.  Behind an 
array of disc players, equalizers, amplifiers and speakers 
is DEAN COLLINS, acting deejay.  He appears to be in his 
late teens, early twenties, handsome in a somewhat James 
Dean, roguish style.  The bow tie of his tuxedo has already 
been loosened to just short of falling off.  He is wearing a 
pair of headphones and is cueing up the next compact disc.  
He looks around the gym, studying the crowd as he does so.  
Behind him, his ASSISTANT is searching through stacks of 
compact discs.  Dean gets the disc cued and rips off the 
headphones, as the Assistant begins to cue the next disc.  
The current song playing is coming to an end.  Dean leans in 
close to his microphone clears his throat and readies 
himself to play deejay. 
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DEAN 
All right.  It’s time to find  
that someone special.  We’re 
gonna slow things down a bit for 
you future lovers. 

Dean starts the disc and a SLOW TUNE begins playing.  Some 
of the chaperones shoot Dean a glare, but he is too busy 
dealing with his assistant to notice. 

DEAN 
Okay, if I’m not back in time, 
have the next track ready to go.  
Another slow dance.  Got it? 

ASSISTANT 
Where are you going? 

DEAN 
Don’t worry about it.  Just have 
another song ready. 

Dean ducks under the table of stereo equipment before his 
assistant can respond.  Dean quickly hurries behind one of 
the tall walls of speakers.  The dance floor begins to fill 
with couples slow dancing.  Some of the wallflowers look 
around nervously. 

Behind the speakers, Dean pulls out a black case.  He opens 
the case and inside are various components of a crossbow and 
a quiver of arrows.  Dean takes out the stock and bow and 
quickly begins to construct the crossbow, looking over his 
shoulder as he does so.  When completed it is a commando 
style, magnum, double firing crossbow, complete with 
targeting sight.  He grabs the quiver and tucks it under his 
coat.  The coast is clear and he ducks into the shadows 
along the gym wall, holding the crossbow close to his body 
like a well-trained assassin.  With practiced stealth, he 
maneuvers around a set of bleachers.  He brings the crossbow 
up and rests it on one of the benches.  He pulls out two 
arrows from his quiver.  The arrows have a transparent heart 
shaped tip with a glowing liquid inside.  He places the 
arrows in the crossbow and takes aim into the crowd of slow 
dancing couples on the dance floor. 

DEAN’S P.O.V. THROUGH TARGETING SCOPE 

The scope is infrared with crosshatching.  The scope scans 
the couples on the dance floor.  It stops on COUPLE #1.  GUY 
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#1 is taller than her and looking off into the distance.  
GIRL #2 is staring up at him, looking somewhat bored. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Dean quickly squeezes both triggers and fires the arrows.  
The arrows strike the Guy and Girl dancing.  The arrows 
immediately disappear with a minimal shower of sparks.  
Couple #1 have little reaction when they are hit, except for 
a starry look in their eyes.  The Guy looks down at the Girl 
he is dancing with and they begin to kiss.  Dean smiles as 
he watches from his position behind the bleachers.  He 
readies two more arrows in his crossbow and makes his way 
under the bleachers toward the other end. 

Dean emerges at the other end of the bleachers and looks 
around.  He spots COUPLE #2.  They appear to be in some sort 
of tiff.  GIRL #2 has her arms crossed and her back turned 
to GUY #2.  He is waving his arms around in anger.  Dean 
lifts his crossbow up and takes aim.  He fires one arrow and 
it hits Guy #2 in the back in the same fashion as before. 
Guy #2 stops waving his arms and lays a hand on her 
shoulder.  Dean readies and takes aim. Girl #2 turns around 
toward her date. 

DEAN’S P.O.V. THROUGH TARGETING SCOPE 

Dean can not get a clean shot at Girl #2 because Guy #2 is 
still in the way.  She appears to be resisting his sudden 
change of heart. 

DEAN 
(to himself) 

Come on guy.  Get out of the way. 

Girl #2 begins to walk away, but Guy #2 grabs her hand and 
pulls her back.  Dean gets a clear shot. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Dean fires,  The arrow hits Girl #2 in the chest with its 
familiar effect.  Her look of anger turns to a look of love.  
They both smile and embrace.  Dean looks relieved as he 
reaches into his cummerbund.  He pulls out a small hand-held 
computer with a flip up screen.  He flips the screen up and 
punches a button. 
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ANGLE ON HAND HELD COMPUTER 

The small screen comes to life with an image similar to a 
mug shot of a seventeen year old NERDISH GUY.  Dean hits 
another button and the image is replaces with that of a 
NERDISH GIRL. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Dean stands tall and looks around.  The Nerdish Guy is 
standing by the buffet table, struggling with the ladle to 
the punch bowl.  Dean shakes his head.  He hides the 
crossbow behind his back and keeps close to the wall as he 
makes his way toward the buffet table.  Dean’s eyes dart 
about the gym, looking for the Nerdish Girl.  Dean gets 
closer to the buffet table, exchanging looks between the 
computer in his hand and the gym.  Dean manages to get right 
behind the Nerdish Guy undetected.  Dean looks around again 
and spots the Nerdish girl sitting by herself on the 
bleachers he was just under.  Dean puts his computer away 
and pulls out two more arrows.  He loads one in the crossbow 
and keeps the second arrow in his hand.  The Nerdish Guy is 
getting himself another cup of punch when Dean takes the 
arrow in his hand and stabs it into the Nerdish Guy’s 
shoulder.  The Nerd drops his cup into the punch bowl and 
turns to his right.  Dean ducks back around his left and 
quickly fires his crossbow at the Nerdish Girl.  She looks 
over in the Nerdish Guy’s direction as the arrow strikes 
her.  Dean taps the Nerdish Guy on the left shoulder and he 
turns around.  Dean hides the crossbow behind his back and 
points toward the Nerdish Girl. 

DEAN 
Over there. 

The Nerdish Guy looks and makes eye contact with the Nerdish 
Girl.  They both smile.  Dean slips away into the shadows.   

INT. DEEJAY BOOTH 

Dean hides his crossbow under the stereo equipment as he 
slides under.  The Assistant looks frantic. 

ASSISTANT 
Where were you? 

DEAN 
Don’t worry about it.  Just 
business. 
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ASSISTANT 
What kind of business do you do 
at a prom? 

DEAN 
The kind I was doing. 

Dean pulls a compact disc out from the stack readies it in 
the player.  The Assistant tries to get by Dean in the 
cramped quarters and bumps into him.  Dean’s computer falls 
out of his cummerbund and lands in a box of compact discs.  
The screen pops up with a BEEP.  Dean quickly grabs it. 

ASSISTANT 
What’s that? 

DEAN 
Uh…  Portable equalizer sound 
monitor. 

Dean turns his back on the Assistant and looks at the 
screen. 

ANGLE ON HAND HELD COMPUTER 

The screen displays an image of a SHORT GIRL.  Dean presses 
a button and hit image changes to that of a SHORT GUY. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Dean tucks the computer back into his cummerbund and taps 
the Assistant on the back, who has managed to unravel a 
cassette tape. 

DEAN 
Take control. 

Panic washes across the Assistant’s face as Dean ducks away. 

ASSISTANT 
But, we gotta announce the King 
and Queen next! 

DEAN 
Handle it! 

Dean quickly tucks his crossbow under his arm and darts off. 
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EXT. HIGH SCHOOL GYMNASIUM 

Dean bursts out of the gym, hiding his crossbow behind his 
back as he passes the couples heading in.  He slows down to 
a casual walk and nods to the few Chaperones standing around 
outside.  The Chaperones look at Dean with a curious look. 

DEAN 
Uh, I’m the deejay, and wouldn’t 
you know it…  I forgot to grab 
“Moon River” out of the van.  Be 
back in a flash. 

The Chaperones seem to buy it, remembering “Moon River” 
fondly.  Dean hurries off to the parking lot. 

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL PARKING LOT 

The parking lot is full of cars, including rented 
limousines.  Dean is jogging through the rows of cars.  
Every now and then, he jumps up to look over the car tops. 

Sitting in an electric cart near the lot entrance is the 
CAMPUS COP.  He looks like a military reject in his generic 
security guard uniform.  He is surveying the lot with great 
pride when he spots Dean’s head popping up from behind cars.  
The Campus Cop looks more intensely, furrowing his brow. 

Dean dodges in and out from between the cars, searching for 
his prey.  He passes by a car with steamed up windows and 
rocking ever so slightly.  Dean stops and looks the car 
over. 

DEAN 
I guess you guys don’t need any 
of this. 

The Campus Cop's electric cart comes to a sudden  halt in 
front of the rocking car.  He points a finger in Dean’s 
direction. 

CAMPUS COP 
Hey you!  Come here! 

Dean takes off running in the other direction.  The Campus 
Cop, unable to drive his cart through the narrow space 
between the cars, takes off down the row.  Dean zigzags 
through the cars trying to lose his pursuer.  The Campus Cop 
skids around a row of cars and head back in Dean’s 



7. 

 

direction.  A chase ensues, the Campus Cop in his electric 
cart chasing Dean who is on foot. 

Dean stops between two cars, drops, and rolls under a car.  
Dean watches as the electric cart speeds past.  When the 
coast is clear, he slides out and tries to dust himself off.  
The tux is a mess.  Dean looks around.  The Campus cop is 
speeding around on the far side of the lot.  Dean looks the 
other way and spots the Short Guy, dressed in his tux, 
leaning against his car.   

Dean heads toward the Short Guy while keeping his head low.  
As Dean nears the Short Guy’s car, he kneels behind another 
car and loads his crossbow.  He steadies it on a car hood 
and takes aim. 

Another car pulls up along the Short Guy’s car and the Short 
Girl steps out in her gown and high heel pumps.  The Short 
Guy gets his date’s corsage ready.  She walks toward her 
date and they become aware of a slight problem.  With her 
high heels on, she stands a good three inches taller.  Dean 
notices this too and rolls his eyes.  The two are keeping 
their distance from each other, looking at each other in 
minor disappointment.  The electric cart SCREECHES around a 
far bend and begins to head back.  Dean looks up and then 
back at the couple. 

DEAN 
(to himself) 

C’mon.  Get a little bit closer. 

The Campus Cop is getting closer to Dean’s position.  The 
Short Guy shrugs and holds out the corsage.  The Girl tries 
to smile and slowly steps up to accept the corsage. 

DEAN 
Yes. 

Dean quickly fires two arrows as she accepts the corsage, 
their hands brushing each other’s.  Direct hit with both 
targets.  They look into each other’s eyes, smiles beginning 
to creep across their faces.  She kicks off her shoes and 
they are now standing eye to eye.  They begin kissing.  Dean 
smiles with pride as the Campus Cop pulls u next to him. 

CAMPUS COP 
Freeze buster. 

Dean runs back in between the row of cars.  The Campus Cop 
jumps off his cart and runs after Dean.  The foot chase 
heads in the direction of the car with the steamed up 
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windows.  Dean runs by the car and pounds on the top as he 
runs by.  The car door suddenly swings open and the Campus 
Cop smashes into it and falls to the ground. 

Dean runs over to a parked Harley Davidson and jumps on.  He 
slings the crossbow over his back and starts the motorcycle 
with a kick.  He pulls out and roars by the Short Couple as 
they walk toward the gym.  She is now wearing a pair of 
tennis shoes that clash with her prom dress, but neither of 
them seem to mind. 

EXT. LONELY ROAD - NIGHT 

Dean rides off toward the horizon on his Harley Davidson 
with a messed up tux and crossbow slung over his back.   

INT. PARKING STRUCTURE - DAY 

Heavenly, golden light shines into the carport as Dean pulls 
his Harley in.  He slowly rides by the parked cars, all 
different and unique is some way; vintage autos, classic 
cars, exotic sports cars, etc…  Dean pulls his motorcycle 
into an empty space, shuts the engine off and slides off.  A 
few spaces down there is a parked a 4x4.  WINSTON, a 
handsome looking man, is removing skis from the 4x4’s roof 
rack.  Dean nods to Winston as he walks by. 

DEAN 
Hey, Winston.  What’s the word? 

Winston looks up from his skis and notices Dean’s messy 
tuxedo. 

WINSTON 
Dean!  What in the hell happened 
to you? 

DEAN 
High school duty. 

WINSTON 
High school duty?  How’d you end 
up with that crap detail? 

DEAN 
(shrugging) 

Just lucky I’m guess.  You? 
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WINSTON 
Just finished an assignment in 
Aspen. 

DEAN 
(sarcastic) 

Must be rough. 

WINSTON 
I managed to get in a couple of 
runs down the slope. 

Dean waves Winston off and heads toward an elevator. 

DEAN 
I’m headin’ up. 

WINSTON 
I’ll buy you a drink when I get 
up there. 

DEAN 
You’re on. 

The elevator doors slide open as Dean approaches and he 
enters.  As the doors slide shut, he gives Winston a half-
assed wave. 

INT. ELEVATOR 

Dean looks exhausted as he unslings the crossbow and leans 
against the wall.  He rubs his neck, letting out a heavy 
sigh.  He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a photo. 

ANGLE ON PHOTO 

The photo is of a very attractive girl at her junior-senior 
prom.  Not from tonight’s prom, though.  The photo is black 
and white and is from a prom in 1959.  The girl looks very 
happy.  Dean turns the photo over.  In very neat writing, it 
reads, “I love you.  Beth”. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Dean looks at the photo one last time before putting it 
away.  The elevator comes to a stop and the doors slide 
open. 
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INT. LOUNGE 

Dean steps out of the elevator and into the lounge.  The 
room appears to be a sleek looking bar of sorts, perhaps 
near the top story of a very, very tall skyscraper.  The 
lounge is full of various types of people of very different 
looks.  Next to the elevator doors is some sort of weapons 
rack with various guns, rifles, grenade launchers, and such.  
Dean hangs his crossbow up, and walks into the lounge.  He 
heads for a table in the middle of the lounge, surrounded  
with five people around it.  There is TINY, a large bulging 
man dressed in camouflage fatigues.  SAMANTHA is a very 
attractive and athletic woman cleaning a big and powerful 
looking chrome pistol.  KAMEI sports a pseudo-Nina look.  
JOE is a handsome man with American Indian features.  HORUS 
is a midget who is leaning on a big rifle as if it were a 
pole arm.  Dean walks up to the table and plops into a chair 
with a sigh. 

DEAN 
Fellow love commandos. 

TINY 
Deano! 

SAMANTHA 
Hello, Dean. 

DEAN 
Sam. 

HORUS 
You look like… 

DEAN 
Winston already filled me in, 
thanks. 

KAMEI 
What happened? 

DEAN 
High school prom 

TINY 
Oh, man… 

DEAN 
Tell me about it. 
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HORUS 
Try working grade school 
undercover. 

JOE 
I think Horus has a point there. 

DEAN 
True. 

SAMANTHA 
Do you want to tell us about it? 

DEAN 
No. 

Dean reaches across the table and takes Tiny’s drink.  Tiny 
is about to object, but waves it off. 

SAMANTHA 
Do you know what your next 
assignment is? 

DEAN 
No, and I don’t care. 

SAMANTHA 
That’s a nice attitude for a… 

DEAN 
Don’t say it. 

SAMANTHA 
…cupid. 

Dean grimaces and takes a long drink. 

HORUS 
Face it, Dean. 

DEAN 
Face what? 

HORUS 
It’s hard to keep up that 
roguish, maverick attitude of 
yours when in reality you’re just 
a sweet little cupid like the 
rest of us. 
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JOE 
Your days of being a rebellious 
punk are over. 

DEAN 
Don’t rub it in. 

TINY 
Hey, Sam.  Show Dean your piece. 

DEAN 
I’ve seen it. 

Samantha shoots Dean a glare. 

TINY 
I mean your pistol. 

Samantha points the pistol at Dean.  He flashes a smile and 
she flips the gun over and hands it to Dean butt first.  
Dean takes the pistol and looks it over. 

SAMANTHA 
It equals the firepower of a 
forty-four caliber, semi-
automatic.  Nine rounds in the 
magazine, one in the chamber. 

DEAN 
What do you use? 

SAMANTHA 
Same formula that you use in your 
arrows. 

TINY 
‘cept she uses hollow points. 

JOE 
Really likes to blow’em away. 

DEAN 
Nothing changes. 

Dean hands the pistol back to Samantha, who gives him a 
wink. 

DEAN 
Xavier okay that? 
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SAMANTHA 
Sure did. 

TINY 
You should think about getting 
one for yourself. 

DEAN 
I don’t think so. 

HORUS 
You ought’a retire that archaic 
crossbow of yours. 

DEAN 
Hey, don’t knock my bow. 

TINY 
C’mon, Dean.  We’re entering the 
twenty-first century, and you’re 
still in the dark ages. 

DEAN 
My crossbow has a certain flair, 
a certain style.  Who here agrees 
with me? 

KAMEI 
I do. 

JOE 
I’m not about to trade in my bow. 

DEAN 
There you go. 

The gang shrugs off the argument as Winston walks up to the 
table with a couple of drinks.  He hands one over  to Dean, 
who returns Tiny’s. 

WINSTON 
Greetings comrades. 

TINY 
Hey, Winston. 

SAMANTHA 
Long time no see. 

WINSTON 
Well, you know how it is. 
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DEAN 
Romantic holidays in Aspen. 

SAMANTHA 
How come you get all of the great 
assignments? 

WINSTON  
You just gotta be at the right 
place at the right time. 

Winston looks over at Dean. 

WINSTON 
And, speaking of which…  You’re 
about to be at the wrong place at 
the wrong time. 

DEAN 
Oh, no… 

WINSTON 
Xavier wants to see you in his 
office, now. 

DEAN 
I just got off.  Why me? 

JOE 
He likes you. 

DEAN 
(sarcastic) 

Yeah, right. 

Dean gets out of the chair and heads for the elevator.  
Winston quickly sits himself in Dean’s vacant seat. 

WINSTON 
Have fun, Dean. 

DEAN 
If I don’t make it back alive, it 
was real nice knowin’ you all. 

SAMANTHA 
Good luck. 

Dean grabs his crossbow off the rack and enters the elevator 
with the doors shutting behind him. 
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INT. CORRIDOR 

The elevator doors open up into a long corridor that is 
bright, clean and white.  Dean’s messy tux is a harsh 
contrast with the environment around him.  He steps out of 
the elevator and walks down its length.  Dean does his best 
to improve his appearance. 

INT. XAVIER’S OFFICE 

This corner skyscraper office appears to be so high that it 
is somewhere above the clouds.  The office looks as if it 
belongs to the highest of executives; sleek desk, giant 
leather chair, minimal paperwork around.  The intercom on 
the desk BUZZES.  The large leather chair facing the window 
turns around and XAVIER, a distinguished looking gentleman 
answers. 

XAVIER 
Yes. 

INTERCOM (V.O.) 
Dean Collins has arrived. 

XAVIER 
Send him in, please. 

Xavier leans back in his chair as the large door to his 
office open.  Dean sticks his head in. 

DEAN 
You wanted to see me, sir? 

XAVIER 
Correct.  Please come in. 

Dean steps in, closing the door behind him.  Xavier motions 
for him to come to the desk.  Dean does so, straightening 
out his tuxedo. 

XAVIER 
Rough night? 

DEAN 
You could say that. 

XAVIER 
I hope we didn’t issue that 
tuxedo to you. 
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DEAN 
No, sir. 

XAVIER 
Sit down. 

Dean sits in front of the desk, looking somewhat impatient. 

XAVIER 
You’ve just completed a nine 
month assignment in high school. 

DEAN 
That’s right. 

XAVIER 
that was a statement, not a 
question. 

DEAN 
Sorry. 

XAVIER 
Now, I understand that usually 
after such an assignment we allow 
our agents a vacation or choice 
of assignments. 

DEAN 
How come I don’t like the sound 
of where this is going? 

Xavier sets a dossier on the desk in front of Dean. 

XAVIER 
We have a priority one 
assignment. 

Dean opens up the dossier. 

DEAN 
Where? 

XAVIER 
A university. 

Dean slams the dossier shut. 
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DEAN 
Aw, come on.  Why not give me a 
nice little summer romance at 
club Med.  Or, how about a quick 
reunion date? 

XAVIER 
Now, Dean.  I would not assign 
this mission if I had any choice 
in the matter. 

DEAN 
No?  Why not Tiny or Samantha?  
Hell, Winston just got back from 
Aspen.  Send him. 

XAVIER 
They do not fit the template of 
the cover position. 

DEAN 
And, I do? 

XAVIER 
Precisely.  A college freshman. 

DEAN 
Give me a break.  Don’t do this 
to me.  I just finished a high 
school gig. 

XAVIER 
Well, then.  Perhaps you should 
consider this a graduation of 
sorts. 

Dean grimaces as he opens the dossier again.  He begins to 
examine its contents.  There are two photo cards attached to 
different computer printed profiles.  One of the photos is 
of an attractive young man, somewhat square perhaps, with 
the name of LOUIS CHASE.  The other photo is of a beautiful 
girl, exotic in an eccentric way, with the name of CAMILLE 
PARKS. 

DEAN 
This is a match? 

XAVIER 
That is correct. 

Dean looks skeptical. 
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DEAN 
A journalism major and a second 
year art student? 

XAVIER 
The computer kicked them out of a 
possible five hundred and seventy 
two million couple combinations. 

DEAN 
I don’t know…  I don’t see it, 
and I can usually tell right off 
the bat. 

XAVIER 
We ran a complete run through on 
both parties. 

DEAN 
And, a cross reference? 

XAVIER 
And, a cross reference.  The 
computer predicts great things 
from their connection. 

DEAN 
Well, the computer predicted 
great things for Chuck and Di, 
too. 

XAVIER 
That was glitch in the system, 
and that bug has been taken care 
of.  We have double checked this 
one an it is a priority one, go. 

Dean closes the dossier. 

DEAN 
Well, I guess I’m going back to 
school then.  Do I have a major? 

XAVIER 
Undeclared.  You will have 
classes with each of them.  
Everything is in the dossier, 
there.  All you have to do is get 
them together and have them fall 
in love. 
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DEAN 
Easier said, than done. 

Dean gets up to leave. 

XAVIER 
One more thing, Dean. 

DEAN 
What’s that? 

Xavier is holding a high school report card in his hand. 

XAVIER 
I hope your grades are better in 
college than they were in high 
school. 

And, with that Dean leaves. 

EXT. UNIVERSITY - DAY 

Dean is on his Harley as he rides up to the campus.  His 
crossbow case is strapped over full saddlebags and he is 
wearing a pack on his back.  He is dressed in jeans, leather 
jacket, high top sneakers, and sunglasses.  Various STUDENTS 
are milling about.  He looks the campus over as he rides 
down the road leading toward the dorms. 

EXT. FRESHMAN DORMITORY - DAY 

Dean pulls his motorcycle up to the front of the building 
and cuts the motor.  MORE STUDENTS are about doing what they 
do the last weekend before classes start; partying and 
goofing off.  Dean pulls his sunglasses off and looks the 
dormitory over. 

DEAN 
Swell. 

Dean slides off the motorcycle and begins to pull the 
baggage off the back. 

JANICE(O.S.) 
Watch out! 

Dean spins around just in time to be hit in the chest with a 
flying frisbee, causing him to drop his bags and case.  
JANICE HAYS runs up as he kneels down to pick up his 
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belongings.  She is a cute freshman with a perky smile.  She 
kneels down to help Dean. 

JANICE 
Sorry about that. 

DEAN 
It’s okay. 

Janice reaches for the crossbow case, but Dean quickly 
snatches it up. 

DEAN 
I got it. 

JANICE 
All right. 

They stand.  Janice extends her hand to shake. 

JANICE 
Hi.  Janice Hays. 

Dean’s hands are too full to shake, so he shrugs and nods. 

DEAN 
Dean Collins. 

Janice glances over at Dean’s motorcycle. 

JANICE 
That’s a nice bike. 

DEAN 
Thanks. 

CAMILLE (O.S.) 
Janice! 

Dean and Janice turn and look across the yard.  Standing 
there is CAMILLE PARKS, waiting for her friend to return 
with the frisbee. 

JANICE 
Well, I gotta go.  I’ll see you 
around. 

DEAN 
Yeah, sure. 

Janice begins to run back toward Camille. 
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DEAN 
Hey, Janice! 

Janice stops running and turns around with a beaming smile. 

JANICE 
Yeah? 

DEAN 
You forgot your frisbee. 

Dean sets his case down and picks up the frisbee.  Camille 
looks a little perturbed.  Dean studies Camille for a quick 
moment and then flings the frisbee to Janice, who has to 
leap to catch it. 

JANICE 
Thanks. 

Dean nods and picks up his case.  He watches as Janice runs 
over to Camille.  They begin talking amongst themselves, 
occasionally looking over in Dean’s direction.  Janice is 
smiling.  Camille regards Dean with obvious skepticism.  
Dean turns and heads into the freshman dormitory. 

INT. DORM ROOM 

Dean enters the room and looks about.  There is no one else 
in the room.  It is a small room with a couple of beds, a 
couple of desks, and a couple of closets, not much more.  
The bed furthest from the window and nearest to the desks is 
made up with a bedspread and pillow.  The other mattress is 
still rolled up on the bed frame.  Dean unrolls the mattress 
with a light kick and lays his stuff down on the naked 
mattress. 

Dean looks around some more.  The desk nearest the made bed 
is neatly arranged with a desk blotter, calendar, pencil 
cup, the whole nine yards…  There is also a framed photo of 
an attractive girl.  Dean walks over to one of the closets, 
opens it, and finds it neatly filled with hanging clothes, 
shoes in a neat row, everything in proper order.  He checks 
out the other closet… empty.  He walks over to the desk and 
picks up the framed photo of the girl and studies it.  
Someone walks into the room, clearing their throat.  Dean 
looks up, quickly setting the photo back down. 

DEAN 
Hey. 
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LOUIS CHASE is standing in the doorway.  He looks very much 
like his photo.  He walks into the room. 

LOUIS 
Dean Collins? 

DEAN 
The one and only.  And, you must 
be Louis Chase, right? 

LOUIS 
Yep.  Nice to meet you. 

The two new roommates shake hands. 

DEAN 
Ditto. 

Louis straightens his desk. 

DEAN 
So, it looks like we’ll be 
roomies for the next semester 
anyway.  You’re not into any 
thing weird like satanic rituals 
or kinky fetishes, are you? 

LOUIS 
What do you mean by that? 

DEAN 
Nothing.  Just a joke. 

Dean and Louis look each other over, wondering what sort of 
roommate they were stuck with. 

DEAN 
Say, I’m starved.  You wanna go 
grab some grub? 

Louis looks at his watch. 

LOUIS 
It’s a little early, but I guess 
it’ll be okay. 

DEAN 
Great.  We’re outta here, then. 

Dean heads for the door. 
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LOUIS 
Don’t you want to unpack first? 
Get settled? 

DEAN 
Good idea. 

Dean heads for his baggage, picks it up and throws it into 
his closet.  He closes the closet door and brushes his hands 
clean. 

DEAN 
Done.  Let’s go. 

Dean heads out of the room, and Louis follows. 

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY 

The cafeteria is crowded with hungry students and bustling 
with activity.  Dean and Louis are stepping away from the 
counter with their trays and are looking for a place to sit.  
All of the tables appear to be filled with the early dinner 
rush. 

DEAN 
Do you see a place to roost? 

LOUIS 
No, not really. 

JANICE(O.S.) 
Dean! 

Louis and Dean both hear this and look around.  In the 
middle of the crowded dining area, Janice is standing at her 
table waving in their direction. 

JANICE 
Over here! 

LOUIS 
A friend of yours? 

DEAN 
(shrugging) 

Maybe.  Just met her today. 

Dean and Louis head over to Janice’s table.  As they 
approach the table, Dean notices that Camille is seated 
across from Janice.  Dean smiles and does some maneuvering 
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to sit on Janice’s side of the table.  Louis doesn’t catch 
on and takes the empty seat.  Janice is pleased.  Camille 
doesn’t look too pleased to get the company. 

JANICE 
What a surprise. 

DEAN 
You’re telling me. 

Dean looks over to the other side of the table.  Camille has 
returned her attention to her meal.  Louis is doing the 
same.  They have not acknowledge each other’s presence. 

JANICE 
Dean, this is my roommate, 
Camille.  Camille, this is Dean. 

DEAN 
How ya doin’? 

Camille just nods back to Dean.  Janice motions toward 
Louis. 

JANICE 
And, this is… 

DEAN 
Yeah, right.  Louis Chase meet 
Janice and Camille. 

Camille and Louis exchange quick courtesy smiles and go back 
to their dinners. 

JANICE 
So, Dean.  This sounds corny, but 
what’s your major? 

DEAN 
Uh…  Well, actually I’m 
undeclared.  I haven’t really 
made up my mind.  I’m sort of 
forced here. 

JANICE 
By your parents? 

DEAN 
Not exactly.  So, Camille, my 
guess is that you’re an art 
major. 
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CAMILLE 
Yeah.  How’d you know? 

DEAN 
Just a guess, really.  You look 
like the talented artist type.  
Wouldn’t you say, Louis? 

Louis shrugs and nods.  Camille looks less than thrilled.  
Janice looks thrilled just to be sitting next to Dean. 

EXT. CAMPUS GROUNDS - NIGHT 

Dean and Louis are walking back to the Freshman dorms along 
a tree lined walkway. 

DEAN 
That went well.  Wouldn’t you 
say? 

LOUIS 
What went well? 

DEAN 
Camille and Janice.  They were 
nice weren’t they? 

LOUIS 
Sure…  I guess. 

DEAN 
Camille was cute, right? 

LOUIS 
I guess.  If you go for that 
type. 

Dean gives up and lets out the slightest sigh. 

INT. DORM ROOM - NIGHT 

Dean and Louis are in their dorm room.  Louis is sitting at 
his desk, preparing for the semester ahead.  Dean is settled 
comfortably on his bed, his various belongings strewn about.  
A Buddy Holly poster now hangs over his bed.  Dean is 
munching on a bag of chips while he flips through a 
magazine.  Nothing of Louis’ appears to be out of place.  
FILTERED ROCK MUSIC radiates from another dorm room.  Dean 
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is tapping his foot to the beat of the music.  Louis looks 
up from his work. 

LOUIS 
The music’s kind of loud, isn’t 
it? 

DEAN 
Not loud enough. 

Dean looks over at Louis. 

DEAN 
Is it bugging you? 

LOUIS 
I was just concerned what the 
dorm advisor might think. 

DEAN 
You sure? 

LOUIS 
Yeah. 

DEAN 
Good.  For a while there I was 
beginning to think you might be 
anal. 

Louis looks at Dean, almost hurt.  Dean waves him off. 

DEAN 
Lighten up.  I’m just kidding. 

Dean gets up from his reclined position and heads over 
toward Louis’ desk.  Louis returns to his work at hand.  
Dean picks up the framed photo of the girl and looks it 
over. 

DEAN 
Who’s this? 

LOUIS 
(not looking up) 

Who’s who? 

DEAN 
The girl in the photo. 

Louis looks up. 
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LOUIS 
That’s my girlfriend. 

A slight look of panic washes over Dean’s face. 

DEAN 
Uh…  Girlfriend? 

LOUIS 
Yeah.  Well, no.  Not exactly. 

DEAN 
Which is it, yes or no? 

LOUIS 
She was my girlfriend.  We sort 
of broke up. 

DEAN 
Sort of?  Did she sort of break 
up with you, or did you sort of 
break up with her? 

Dean realizes that Louis would like to look at the photo and 
hands it over. 

LOUIS 
She broke up with me.  She 
thought that it would be the best 
thing to do, with me leaving for 
school and all. 

DEAN 
And, the arrangement’s not 
exactly floating your boat. 

LOUIS 
No, not really.  I still love 
her.  Hopefully, we’ll work it 
out. 

DEAN 
Well, maybe she wasn’t the right 
one for you.  Maybe you’ll meet 
someone here. 

LOUIS 
At this school?  I doubt it. 



28. 

 

DEAN 
Could happen.  It’s been know to 
happen before. 

LOUIS 
I don’t think so.  I’m just going 
to concentrate on my studies.  
Maybe by the break… 

DEAN 
I don’t know.  There’s a lot of 
potential around here. 

LOUIS 
What?  Like that Janice and 
Camille? 

DEAN 
Exactly. 

Louis shakes his head and returns to his paperwork.  Dean 
meanders back to his bed and flops down on it. 

DEAN 
What’s her name, your ex? 

LOUIS 
Sharon.  Sharon Reilly. 

Dean makes a mental note as he returns to his magazine.  
Louis sets his pencil down. 

LOUIS 
How about you? 

DEAN 
What about me? 

LOUIS 
Did you leave any girlfriends 
back home? 

DEAN 
Me?  No. 

LOUIS 
Ever have a girlfriend?  I mean 
like a serious one? 

Dean’s tone changes a bit.  It becomes more somber. 



29. 

 

DEAN 
About a serious as they get.  
But, that was a while ago.  
History now. 

Dean tries to avoid the subject by returning to his 
magazine. 

LOUIS 
Fill me in. 

DEAN 
There’s not much to tell. 

LOUIS 
Come on.  I told you about 
Sharon.  You can tell me about 
your ex.  How about a picture, or 
something? 

Dean begins to reach for the photo in his pocket, then 
stops. 

DEAN 
Uh…  Nope, not anymore. 

LOUIS 
Then just tell me about her.  I 
mean, If we’re going to be 
roommates, we might as well get 
to know each other. 

Dean looks up from his magazine.  He looks much more serious 
than we have seen him before.  Louis listens intensely.  

DEAN 
her name was Elizabeth Stewart.  
Beth.  We’re talking about the 
cutest girl in school.  I was a 
junior, she was a sophomore.  She 
was the new girl from Ohio.  She 
was so right, so perfect.  Which 
made it even more strange.  Cuz, 
by that time I had already 
developed quite a reputation as 
a…  How did they put?  A bad 
seed. 

LOUIS 
A bad seed?  What do you mean? 
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DEAN 
Cutting class, breaking curfew, 
hanging out with the wrong crowd…  
Stuff like that.  But, when I met 
her all that changed.  I changed.  
The faculty and our parents 
didn’t see it.  But, her and I, 
we knew.  Beth was the best thing 
that ever happened to me.  I 
loved everything about her.  She 
was a big Buddy Holly fan. 

Louis motions to the poster. 

LOUIS 
That explains the poster.  Kind 
of retro, but it works. 

DEAN 
Yeah, Buddy was our guy. 

LOUIS 
What happened? 

DEAN 
We were driving one night in her 
dad’s car.  He had this real nice 
fifty-nine Chevy.  It was cherry. 

LOUIS 
Nostalgic family. 

DEAN 
Huh? 

LOUIS 
Buddy Holly.  Fifty-nine Chevy.  
Right out of Happy Days. 

DEAN 
Yeah, you could say that.  
Anyway, thanks to Beth it looked 
like I was going to graduate 
without getting expelled. 

Dean pauses.  Louis is paying close attention. 

DEAN 
Beth and I went out to celebrate.  
We were driving down Harlow Hill, 
on the edge of town. 
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Dean lets out a controlled breath.  Louis is hooked. 

DEAN 
Now, Harlow Hill was this real 
dark, long and steep hill tat 
everyone would coast down late at 
night without headlights.  It was 
real scary and the girls would 
hold on to you real tight.  So, 
we’re coasting down.  I had the 
headlights off.  Buddy was 
blaring on the radio with 
“That’ll be the Day”.  Neither 
one of us saw the deer until it 
was too late.  There was this 
horrible thud.  The car veered to 
the left and then began rolling 
down the hill sideways. 

LOUIS 
Oh, jeez. 

DEAN 
(clearing his throat) 

Yeah, well…  That’s it.  End of 
story.  Dead on arrival 

LOUIS 
I’m sorry.  I didn’t know.  I 
wouldn’t have… 

DEAN 
Hey, don’t worry about it.  I’ve 
worked it out.  I’m over it. 

Louis doesn’t know what to say.  He returns to his 
paperwork, stealing occasional glimpses in Dean’s direction.  
It took a lot out of Dean to tale his story.  He tosses the 
magazine aside and lays back on his bed.  Louis looks at the 
photo of Sharon on his desk.  Dean just stares at the 
ceiling. 

INT. LOFT - NIGHT 

Janice and Camille share a loft off campus.  The loft has a 
lot of artistic touches, the perfect struggling artistic 
student look.  Amid Camille’s chaotic array are the more 
trendy, typical, middle of the road touches that belong to 
Janice; the stuffed animals, hair dryer, Ewan McGregor 
poster, pop compact discs, etc…  Camille is sitting in the 
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middle of the floor working in her sketch book.  Janice is 
on a futon, highlighting a textbook, her feet swaying to the 
ELECTRO-POP MUSIC playing on the ghetto blaster next to her.  
Janice looks up from her book and over at Camille. 

JANICE 
What did you think of Dean? 

Camille doesn’t hear Janice over the loud music.  She shuts 
the music off. 

JANICE 
What did you think of Dean? 

Camille still does not respond.  Janice caps her highliter 
and tosses it at Camille.  It hits her in the back and she 
looks up at Janice, pulling the small earphones from her 
ears.  FAINT MEDITATION MUSIC can be heard playing on the 
discman in her lap. 

CAMILLE 
What? 

JANICE 
What did you think of Dean? 

CAMILLE 
I’m trying not to. 

JANICE 
What’s that mean? 

CAMILLE 
He’s a jerk.  The only reason 
he’s here is so that he can hide 
from the real world, wasting his 
parent’s money and avoid getting 
a job. 

JANICE 
Maybe he’s here to find out what 
to do in the real world.  I think 
he’s okay. 

CAMILLE 
Oh, get over him.  He’s just here 
to party.  He doesn’t give a damn 
about school.  I just feel sorry 
for his roommate. 
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JANICE 
Louis? 

CAMILLE 
Whatever his name was.  He didn’t 
look like the party type.  Dean’s 
gonna drag him down. 

Camille tosses the highlighter back to Janice, who turns her 
ghetto blaster back on.  Camille shudders at the ELECTRO-POP 
MUSIC and replaces her headphones, returning to her sketch. 

INT. ART HISTORY CLASSROOM - DAY 

The class is “Survey of Western Art, 112”, as written on the 
blackboard of the large classroom.  ART STUDENTS are walking 
into the room and filling up the empty rows of seats.  Dean 
walks into the classroom with little more than a pencil 
twirling between his fingertips, and sunglasses cover his 
eyes.  He grabs the first aisle seat he spots.  He scans the 
classroom for Camille who is seated at the other end of the 
room.  She looks about the room and spots Dean.  Dean 
flashes a big smile and waves.  Camille leans back as 
Janice, just to the other side, leans forward with a smile 
and waves back.  Dean quickly loses his smile.  The 
instructor, MR. CONRAD, clears his throat at the head of the 
classroom. 

MR. CONRAD 
Welcome to Art one-twelve, Survey 
of Western Art.  For the next 
semester we will conduct a 
chronological survey of art as an 
integral part of Western culture 
from Proto-Renaissance to present 
day.  Now for some of you… 

Dean is already bored with the class as he settles back for 
a long discussion of Proto-Renaissance art. 

EXT ART HISTORY CLASSROOM 

Dean is the first student out of the classroom.  Students 
pour out behind him.  Janice maneuvers her way through the 
stream of students to catch up with Dean.  Camille is 
following Janice, but with only half of the enthusiasm. 

JANICE 
Dean!  Wait up! 
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Dean freezes, locks his jaw with a smile and turns around.  
Janice walks up beaming.  Camille strolls up with a 
nonchalant attitude.  Once they catch up, Dean resumes 
walking and they walk with him. 

JANICE 
I had no idea you were into art 
classes. 

DEAN 
Well, you know.  General ed. is 
general ed. 

JANICE 
This is so cool.  We can all 
study together.  Isn’t this cool, 
Camille? 

CAMILLE 
(sarcastic) 

Smashing. 

The light-bulb is Dean’s head clicks on. 

DEAN 
That’s right.  That a good idea, 
Janice.  You, me, Camille.  A 
study group sort of thing.  We 
gotta stick together, right? 

JANICE 
Exactly. 

Janice smiles over to Camille, who is less than trilled. 

EXT. CAFETERIA PATIO - DAY 

Dean and Louis are seated at one of the umbrella tables that 
crowd the cafeteria patio.  Louis is having a sensible 
lunch, while Dean devours junk food.  Louis has a text book 
with him. 

DEAN 
So, what’ya wanna do tonight?  Go 
see a movie?  No, I know…  We 
could go check out the fine arts 
gallery. 
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LOUIS 
How about homework?  I’ve got to 
read a couple of chapters for my 
Macro-Economics class. 

DEAN 
Aw…  Come on.  No one does 
homework after the first day of 
class. 

LOUIS 
I do.  Besides, you’re not quite 
the art gallery type.  That much 
I know. 

DEAN 
I just figured we could broaden 
our horizons a little. 

LOUIS 
It wouldn’t have anything to do 
with that Camille, would it? 

DEAN 
Well, sort of. 

LOUIS 
You got a thing for her, don’t 
you? 

DEAN 
No! 

LOUIS 
Sure you do. 

DEAN 
(on the defense) 

No, I don’t.  I can’t believe 
you’d think that. 

LOUIS 
Aw, go for it.  It’ll do you some 
good.  I mean, what would it 
hurt? 

DEAN 
She’s not my type. She’s more 
your type. 
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LOUIS 
My type?  I don’t think so. 

DEAN 
Sure she is.  She’s an artist.  
You’re a journalist.  They’re 
sort of the same. 

LOUIS 
Not exactly.  Besides, I’m not 
really interested.  But, I think 
that guy over there might be if 
you’re not. 

DEAN 
What guy? 

LOUIS 
That guy. 

Louis point off toward a sidewalk where Camille is walking 
with BEN DRAPER, handsome business major.  Dean’s jaw drops. 

DEAN 
Who’s this guy?  Where did he 
come from? 

LOUIS 
Ben something-or-another.  He’s 
in our Macro-Economics class.  
The hungry, go for everything, 
business type. 

Dean looks at his naked wrist, as if he were wearing a 
watch. 

DEAN 
I gotta rocket. 

Dean jumps up and begins to leave. 

LOUIS 
Where ya going? 

DEAN 
I’ve gotta add or drop a class, 
or something. 

LOUIS 
Or something. 
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Dean hurries off and Louis returns to his text book. 

EXT. LIBRARY - DAY 

Camille and Ben are walking in front of the university 
library.  Ben is the fraternity member type who drives a 
nifty sportscar purchased by his father.  They are having a 
“friendly” chat. 

BEN 
(bragging) 

…and after I get my business 
degree here, I’m off to study 
business law.  There’s already 
talk of a guaranteed associate’s 
position with my uncle’s firm. 

CAMILLE 
Sounds like you’re really on 
track. 

BEN 
Once I know what I want, I don’t 
let anything stand in my way of 
getting it. 

As if on cue, Dean slides into the picture. 

DEAN 
Hey, Camille. 

Camille isn’t overly pleased to see Dean.  Ben is startled. 

CAMILLE 
(under her breath) 

Peachy. 

DEAN 
What’s up? 

CAMILLE 
Dean Collins, this is Ben Draper. 

Dean and Ben shake hands like politicians. 

BEN 
Pleased to meet you. 

DEAN 
I’m sure. 
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Dean turns his back on Ben to focus on Camille. 

DEAN 
So, Camille.  When are we going 
to get that little study group 
thing started?  Tonight? 

BEN 
Study group? 

CAMILLE 
We have an art history class 
together. 

DEAN 
That’s right, Benjamin. 

BEN 
(aloof) 

Art history? 

DEAN 
And, I just can’t seem to get 
that whole Renaissance thing 
worked out. 

CAMILLE 
Actually, Ben and I were going to 
start on our Economics 
assignments tonight. 

DEAN 
(almost panicky) 

You can’t do that! 

CAMILLE 
I can’t 

BEN 
Yes.  Why can’t she? 

DEAN 
(thinking) 

Because…  Because, Louis is a wiz 
with economics. 

CAMILLE 
I thought he was a writing major. 
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DEAN 
Journalism actually, but that’s 
beside the point.  If you want to 
ace Econ., then Louis is your 
man. 

BEN 
Listen.  We appreciate your help, 
but business is my forte.  
Camille is in capable hands.  
Thanks. 

CAMILLE 
(fed up) 

Listen, both of you.  To tell you 
the truth, I’ve got an early 
sculpture lab tomorrow.  So, I’m 
going to be passing on any 
studying all together tonight. 

(to Ben) 
Ben, I’ll see you in class. 

(to Dean) 
Dean, do you have Music 
Appreciation now? 

DEAN 
Nope. 

CAMILLE 
Good.  I do.  I’m sure I’ll see 
you real soon though.  Good bye. 

Camille walks off.  Ben gives Dean a look that could kill.  
Dean just flashes one of his patented smiles. 

DEAN 
I’ll see ya around, Ben-o. 

BEN 
Count on it. 

Dean stands his ground waiting for Ben to leave.  Ben looks 
after Camille, then back at Dean.  Dean waits.  Ben lets out 
a little huff and heads into the library.  Once Ben is out 
of sight, Dean hurries off. 
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EXT. CAMPUS PHONE BOOTH 

Dean cradles the phone receiver on his shoulder as he digs 
through his pockets for change.  He finds a quarter, inserts 
it, and punches in a phone number. 

DEAN 
(into phone) 

Uh… Yeah.  Field agent four-nine-
five-nine.  Dean Collins.  Thank 
you. 

(pause) 
Samantha Stone, please.  Try the 
lounge. 

INT. LOUNGE 

Samantha and Tiny are sitting at the bar discussing some 
trivial cupid points, when the BARTENDER sets a telephone in 
front of Samantha. 

BARTENDER 
Urgent call for you, Sam. 

Samantha and Tiny exchange curious looks and she picks up 
the receiver. 

SAMANTHA 
(into phone) 

Hello? 

EXT. CAMPUS PHONE BOOTH 

Dean leans casually against the phone booth as a couple of 
CUTE CO-EDS walk by. 

DEAN 
Hi, Sam.  It’s Dean. 

INT. LOUNGE 

Samantha smiles as Tiny looks on with curiosity. 

SAMANTHA 
Dean!  How’s college life? 

Tiny grabs for the phone. 
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TINY 
It’s Deano?  Let me talk to him. 

SAMANTHA 
hold on a sec, Dean.  Tiny wants 
to say something. 

EXT. PHONE BOOTH 

Dean looks impatient. 

TINY (V.O) 
Hey, Deano!  Guess what? 

DEAN 
What? 

TINY 
Winston finally got that crap 
detail he’s been avoiding.  He 
has a match up at some fat farm 
in Jersey. 

Tiny laughs. 

DEAN (V.O.) 
That’s great, Tiny.  Put Sam back 
on. 

TINY 
Sure. 

(to Samantha) 
Here you go. 

Tiny hands the receiver back to Samantha. 

SAMANTHA 
So, Dean? 

EXT. PHONE BOOTH 

DEAN 
Listen, love.  I need you to run 
a name through the system and 
find a match for me. 
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INT. LOUNGE 

SAMANTHA 
Dean.  Xavier doesn’t approve of 
these sideline match ups of 
yours. 

DEAN(V.O.) 
Trust me. 

SAMANTHA 
I hate it when you say that.  All 
right, what’s the name? 

EXT. PHONE BOOTH 

DEAN 
Sharon Reilly, eighteen. 

INT. LOUNGE 

Samantha jots the name down on a cocktail napkin. 

SAMANTHA 
Sharon Reilly.  Got it. 

DEAN(V.O.) 
Oh!  And, one more. 

SAMANTHA 
Dean. 

DEAN (V.O.) 
Pretty, pretty, pretty please. 

SAMANTHA 
Okay, shoot. 

EXT. PHONE BOOTH 

DEAN 
See if you can find anything on a 
Ben Draper, twentyish. 

SAMANTHA(V.O) 
 
You’re really busy down there. 
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DEAN 
You know me.  I gotta do things 
the hard way.  Thanks, Sam.  I 
owe you one. Ciao. 

Dean hangs up the phone. 

INT. LOUNGE 

Tiny looks at the cocktail napkin as Samantha hangs up the 
phone. 

TINY 
What was that all about? 

SAMANTHA 
Dean want me to run a couple of 
names through the system. 

Samantha and Tiny share a knowing look. 

SAMANTHA 
You don’t have to tell me. 

INT. DORM ROOM - DAY 

Louis is working at his desk when Dean enters.  Dean is only 
carrying a pencil, which he tosses aside once he’s in the 
room. 

LOUIS 
Don’t you have any books? 

DEAN 
I haven’t got’em yet. 

LOUIS 
Are you going to get any? 

DEAN 
Maybe. 

Dean walks over to one of the walls and pounds on it. A 
second later, FILTERED ROCK MUSIC is heard from another dorm 
room. 

DEAN 
Like having your own juke box. 
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Louis returns to his work.  Dean plops on his bed.  There is 
a KNOCK at the door. 

DEAN 
Enter at your own risk! 

The door opens and Janice enters.  Dean straightens up, 
caught off guard. 

DEAN 
Janice? 

JANICE 
Hey, Dean. 

DEAN 
What’s up? 

JANICE 
Well…  I was thinking that if you 
weren’t loaded down with a lot of 
homework tonight, maybe we could 
go out and see a movie or 
something. 

DEAN 
(flustered) 

Uh…  That would be great, but 
Louis and I already made plans.  
And, I don’t… 

LOUIS 
No, we didn’t. 

DEAN 
 
We didn’t? 

LOUIS 
We talked about it, but I’m 
bogged down with reading tonight. 

DEAN 
Oh. 

LOUIS 
So, your night’s still open. 

DEAN 
Great. 
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JANICE 
Super.  So, we’re on for tonight? 

DEAN 
(trapped) 

I guess. 

Janice hands Dean a piece of paper.  Dean accepts it, trying 
to look enthused. 

JANICE 
Here’s my number.  Give me a call 
and we’ll come up with a plan, 
okay? 

DEAN 
Sure. 

JANICE 
See you around, Louis. 

LOUIS 
Right.  Bye. 

Janice smiles and leaves with a little wave.  Dean looks 
confused as he looks at Janice’s number. 

DEAN 
What just happened? 

LOUIS 
I think you made a date with 
Janice. 

Dean falls back onto his bed. 

DEAN 
Nooooooooooo…  This isn’t 
supposed to happen. 

LOUIS 
Why not? 

DEAN 
I don’t need this. 

Louis begins to pack his work into his backpack. 

LOUIS 
Well, have fun whatever you do 
tonight.  I’m library bound. 
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DEAN 
Deserter. 

LOUIS 
Bye. 

Louis leaves.  Dean remains wallowing on his bed. 

DEAN 
Why me?  Why don’t I get assigned 
the easy ones? 

The telephone next to Dean’s bed RINGS.  Dean leans over 
with a moan and picks up the receiver. 

DEAN 
(whining) 

What? 

INT. COMPUTER ROOM 

Samantha is seated at a desk with a hands-free phone headset 
on.  Behind her, a massive computer is in operation, picking 
out couples to fall in love.  Samantha has a dossier in 
front of her. 

SAMANTHA 
What’s the matter, camper? 

INT. DORM ROOM 

Dean straightens up. 

DEAN 
Sam!  That was quick.  What’s the 
word? 

INT. COMPUTER ROOM 

Samantha looks down at the dossier. 

SAMANTHA 
Well, on Sharon Reilly, we’ve got 
a seventy two percent possibility 
with a Josh Martin, a guitar 
player for a rock band. 



47. 

 

DEAN (V.O.) 
Seventy-two?  Any priority 
rating? 

SAMANTHA 
None. 

INT. DORM ROOM 

Dean is jotting down notes at Louis’ desk. 

DEAN 
That’s not great, but it’ll have 
to do.  Got an E.T.M.U.? 

INT. COMPUTER ROOM 

Samantha flips through the dossier. 

SAMANTHA 
The estimated time of match up 
is…  You’re not going to like 
this.  It’s a one time shot. 

DEAN (V.O.) 
That’s all I need.  When? 

SAMANTHA 
The good news is it’s relatively 
close to your position.  The 
airport, terminal two.  She’ll be 
on a two hour lay over, and he’s 
flying out for a seventeen city 
tour.  It’s definitely going to 
be close. 

INT. DORM ROOM 

Dean is jotting everything down. 

DEAN 
What’s the bad news? 

SAMANTHA (V.O) 
It’s going to happen tonight, in 
a couple of hours. 
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DEAN 
Sam, do you think you could… 

INT. COMPUTER ROOM 

SAMANTHA 
(perturbed) 

No way, Dean.  I’m on call.  If 
you want an unauthorized match-up 
performed, you can do it 
yourself! 

INT. DORM ROOM 

Dean grimaces at Samantha’s reaction. 

DEAN 
All right.  I’m gonna have to 
haul ass then.  Did you get 
anything on Draper? 

SAMANTHA (V.O) 
Not yet.  Who is he? 

DEAN 
Just another wrench in the gear 
works.  Thanks a lot, Sam.  I owe 
you one. 

SAMANTHA (V.O) 
You owe me more than one. 

DEAN 
Whatever you want.  Bye. 

SAMANTHA (V.O) 
Good luck. 

Dean hangs up the phone and hurries to his closet.  He 
throws open the closet and pulls out his crossbow case.  He 
tosses the case onto his bed and opens it.  He quickly 
constructs his crossbow.  He takes two arrows out of the 
quiver and then frantically digs through Louis’ desk.  He 
finds a roll of tape and secures the two arrows to his leg.  
He slings the crossbow under his arm and pulls a long trench 
coat out from his closet.  He throws the coat on, covering 
the crossbow and the taped arrows.  He takes one last look 
of the photo of Sharon on Louis’ desk, grabs his notes, and 
hurries out of the room. 
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EXT. FRAT HOUSE BALCONY - DAY 

Ben Draper is reclining on one of two chase lounges.  He has 
sunglasses on and is enjoying the last rays of the day.  One 
of his fraternity brothers, TOM, walks out onto the balcony 
with a beer in each hand.  He hands one of the beers to Ben 
and gets comfortable on the other lounge. 

BEN 
Gracias senior. 

Ben takes a big drink. 

TOM 
So, what’s it gonna be this 
semester? 

BEN 
There’s this art chick in my 
Economy class.  Camille Parks. 

TOM 
Art chick, huh? 

BEN 
Yeah.  I don’t know much about 
art, but I know what I like. 

TOM 
Amen to that, brother. 

The two frat brothers high five each other, and take another 
drink. 

BEN 
One problem though. 

TOM 
What’ that? 

BEN 
Some dick named Dan, or Dean, or 
something.  I think he has the 
same idea. 

TOM 
He can’t be any competition for 
the Big Ben. 

BEN 
True. 
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The two high five each other again and enjoy their beer. 

INT. LIBRARY SHELVES - NIGHT 

Louis is wandering along the rows of bookshelves in the 
Economics section.  He turns down a row and spots Camille at 
the end.  Camille has just pulled out a book from the 
shelves. 

LOUIS 
Economic Growth for the Twenty 
First Century, right? 

Camille looks up startled. 

CAMILLE 
Louis.  Hi. 

LOUIS 
Hey. 

Camille shows Louis the cover of “Economic Growth in the 
Twenty First Century”. 

CAMILLE 
Were you looking for this, too? 

LOUIS 
I just figured I’d get a jump on 
everybody. 

CAMILLE 
Me too. 

LOUIS 
But, uh…  First come, first 
served, right? 

CAMILLE 
I guess.  If you want… 

LOUIS 
Nah, don’t worry about it.  I’ll 
look for one of the other titles.  
See ya in class? 

CAMILLE 
Sure. 
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Louis turns and leaves.  Camille watches him leave.  Once he 
is out of sight, she shakes her head 

CAMILLE 
Nah. 

INT. LIBRARY STAIRS 

Louis is walking down the flight of stairs.  He chuckles to 
himself. 

LOUIS 
Never happen. 

INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL - NIGHT 

Dean, wearing his long trench coat, enters through the 
automatic doors and looks around.  He hurries past TOURISTS 
and COMMUTERS and heads for  the gates.  He jogs along, and 
then comes to a sudden halt.  He stares at the metal 
detectors, x-ray machines, and AIRPORT POLICE in front of 
him.  His hand passes over his coat and he feels the 
crossbow hidden under it. 

DEAN 
Damn. 

INT. LOFT - NIGHT 

Janice, all dressed up for her date with Dean, is watching 
television.  Janice looks at her watch, then back at the 
television. 

INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL 

Dean is pacing around in front of the security check, trying 
to look as nonchalant as possible.  He keeps looking past 
the metal detectors, down the row of gates, for any sign of 
Sharon or the rock guitarist. 

INT. LOFT 

Another show is on the television.  Janice kicks off her 
shoes, and lets her hair down.  She is bummed. 
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INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL 

Dean looks impatient.  Dean checks his watch, which is not 
there.  He looks past the metal detectors again, and does a 
double take.  Standing at the end of a line at a food vendor 
is Sharon.  Dean spins around and bumps into a long hair 
musician with a guitar case, JOSH. 

JOSH 
(British accent) 

Excuse me. 

Dean is stunned for a second as Josh walks by him, heading 
for the metal detectors.  Dean reaches for the arrows taped 
to his leg and rips them off, keeping the action concealed 
by his coat as best he can.  Sharon moves up a spot in line.  
Josh is passing through the detector without a hitch.  Josh 
continues on his way, growing nearer and nearer to the line 
at the food vendor, and Sharon.  Dean steps off to the side, 
keeping his eye on Sharon and Josh. 

DEAN 
(under his breath) 

Come on, come on, come on… 

Dean loads his crossbow under his coat.  There is going to 
be no easy way about it.  Sharon buys a soft drink.  She 
steps away from the counter.  Josh is right there.  Dean 
looks around.  No one in particular is looking at him. 

DEAN 
Shit. 

Sharon and Josh bump into each other.  Sharon spills her 
drink over the front of Josh’s shirt.  They both freeze.  
Dean quickly whips out his crossbow and fires both arrows as 
Sharon and Josh look at each other.  Direct hit on both of 
them.  Dean quickly stashes his crossbow back under his coat 
and looks at his targets.  They both have that “look” in 
their eyes.  Dean smiles.  Mission accomplished.  He spins 
to walk away as the barrel of a pistol comes to  rest 
against the side of his head.  There is an AIRPORT COP 
holding the pistol. 

AIRPORT COP 
Freeze. 
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INT. LOFT 

The room is dark except for the light radiating from the 
television.  Janice, now dressed in seats and eating ice 
cream out of the carton, is watching an old black and white 
sitcom.  Janice hears the SOUND of the door UNLOCKING and 
looks up.  Camille opens the door and enters. 

CAMILLE 
Janice? 

Camille turns on the light. 

CAMILLE 
What are you doing home?  I 
thought you were going out with 
Dean. 

JANICE 
I thought I was too. 

Camille sets her things down and sits next to her roommate. 

CAMILLE 
What happened. 

JANICE 
I don’t know. 

CAMILLE 
he didn’t show up?  He didn’t 
call?  Nothing? 

JANICE 
Nothing. 

Camille gives Janice’s shoulder a comforting rub. 

CAMILLE 
I knew it.  What a jerk.  He’s 
probably out partying hard with 
the guys. 

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM 

The interrogation room of the airport police is small and 
plain with a table and a few chairs.  The Airport Cop pushes 
Dean into one of the chairs.  Dean looks up at the four men 
around him.  Besides the uniformed cop that hauled him in, 
there are plain clothes cops LT. LEROUX, and his partner 
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JAMESON, and a SECOND UNIFORMED COP.  Leroux sets the 
crossbow on the table. 

LEROUX 
You want to tell me what you were 
doing with this in my airport. 

DEAN 
Do I have to? 

Leroux gets right into Dean’s face. 

LEROUX 
Listen, maverick!  You’re in deep 
shit.  I don’t know if you’re 
aware of it, but this crossbow of 
yours is considered a lethal 
weapon.  And, brandishing a 
lethal weapon at an international 
airport is a serious offense.  
Very serious. 

DEAN 
Look, I didn’t have any arrows 
with me.  So, it’s not that 
lethal, is it? 

JAMESON 
We’re not so sure of that.  You 
could have ditched them or hidden 
them somewhere.  We’re combing 
the terminal now. 

LEROUX 
So, listen.  You’re gonna be here 
for a while, so why don’t you 
make it more pleasant for all of 
us, and tell me what you were up 
to. 

DEAN 
You wouldn’t believe me if I told 
you. 

LEROUX 
Try me. 

Dean shakes his head, sighs, and leans back in his chair.  
Leroux get frustrated. 
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LEROUX 
All right.  Put him in holding 
and run his prints through. 

The two Uniformed Cops lift Dean from his chair and escort 
him out of the room.  Jameson picks up the crossbow. 

JAMESON 
What’ya think we got here? 

LEROUX 
I have no idea. 

INT. HOLDING CELL 

The Cops escort Dean into the cell and lock the gate behind 
him.  Dean looks around the cell.  There is not much in here 
except for a couple of benches and a sleeping HARI KRISHNA.  
Dean throws his hands into the air in frustration. 

DEAN 
Perfect. 

INT. COMPUTER ROOM 

Samantha is seated at the desk working at a computer 
terminal.  Joe walks up carrying a dossier. 

JOE 
Xavier just assigned another 
mission for Dean. 

SAMANTHA 
Oh, he’s going to be thrilled 
with that.  Who’s going to tell 
him? 

JOE 
Not me. 

Joe tosses the dossier to Samantha. 

SAMANTHA 
Thanks a lot. 

Horus walks up to Samantha and Joe.  He has some sort of fax 
in his hand. 
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HORUS 
You guys are going to have to 
hold off on that. 

SAMANTHA 
What do you got? 

Horus hands Samantha the fax. 

ANGLE ON PRINT-OUT IN SAMANTHA’S HAND 

It is some sort of official record on Dean.  It has mug 
shots, his finger prints, physical description, date of 
birth: February 14, 1941.  Also on the print-out is the date 
of his death: May 26, 1959. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Samantha hands the print-out to Joe. 

SAMANTHA 
Where did this come from? 

HORUS 
Someone down there is checking on 
Dean’s prints.  It looks like 
he’s in hot water. 

JOE 
What else is new? 

SAMANTHA 
How long is it going to take for 
them to get this down there? 

HORUS 
Awhile.  Our system is eons ahead 
of theirs, but they’ll get it 
soon enough. 

SAMANTHA 
Has this made it upstairs to 
Xavier? 

HORUS 
No, not yet. 
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SAMANTHA 
Good.  See to it that he doesn’t.  
Joe, find Tiny and Kamei and meet 
me in the motor pool.  If whoever 
is holding Dean finds out that 
he’s been dead for forty years, 
he’s finished. 

JOE 
I’m on top of it. 

Joe hands the print-out back and hurries off with Horus.  
Samantha opens the dossier and reads what’s inside.  The 
concerned look on her face grows even more solemn. 

SAMANTHA 
Oh, Dean.  No. 

ANGLE ON DOSSIER - TIGHT SHOT OF NAME ON DOSSIER 

The target of Dean’s additional mission is Elizabeth 
Stewart. 

INT. DORM ROOM - DAY 

The ALARM CLOCK next to Louis’ bed goes off.  A sleepy Louis 
reaches out and shuts it off.  Louis sits up and looks 
around with sleepy eyes.  Dean’s bed has not been slept in, 
and there is no sign of Dean. 

INT. AIRPORT SECURITY OFFICE - DAY 

The security office is bustling with morning activity.  
Leroux enters wearing fresh clothes and carrying a cup of 
coffee.  He walks over to a seated Jameson, who is going 
over reports. 

LEROUX 
Any word on our William Tell? 

Jameson sets his reports aside and stretches. 

JAMESON 
None.  They’re still working on 
it. 
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LEROUX 
We can’t keep him here another 
night.  We’re gonna have to move 
him downtown eventually.  We’ll 
give them another couple of 
hours, and if nothing comes up, 
transfer him. 

JAMESON 
Will do. 

INT. HOLDING CELL 

Dean is sitting on the cell floor, rubbing a stiff neck.  It 
does not appear as if he got much rest.  Sitting on the 
floor across from him is the Hari Krishna. 

KRISHNA 
Now, let me get this straight.  
You say that you believe in love 
at first sight? 

DEAN 
Right. 

KRISHNA 
but, you also say that love is 
blind. 

DEAN 
You got it. 

KRISHNA 
That’s a paradox. 

DEAN 
You’re questioning me? 

KRISHNA 
How can love at first sight exist 
if love is blind? 

DEAN 
All right.  You’re not following 
me here.  Okay, look at it this 
way.  Love isn’t actually blind 
per say, but it is more like 
wearing blinders. 
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KRISHNA 
Like a horse? 

DEAN 
You could say that.  When you…  
Well, let’s just say when someone 
makes that deep eye contact with 
another person… 

Dean waves two of his fingers between his eyes and the eyes 
of the Krishna to illustrate his point. 

DEAN 
That first sight.  That eye to 
eye contact.  They don’t 
recognize the world around them, 
or any other person.  They just 
see each other.  Each other’s 
soul. 

KRISHNA 
So, love is spiritual? 

DEAN 
As well as physical.  Love is 
probably the most complex balance 
of forces in the universe.  The 
actual moment the formula for 
true love is figured out, all of 
our problems will be solved. 

The Krishna nods in agreement. 

KRISHNA 
So, is true love left to fate? 

DEAN 
Calculated fate.  I’m not sure of 
the exact figure, but it’s about… 

(thinking) 
Ninety nine point six accuracy 
rating with true love. 

KRISHNA 
Then explain this to me.  Why is 
there so much hate in the world?  
So much apathy?  So many 
divorces. 
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DEAN 
True love means that you are in 
love.  Just plain love is an 
increased increment of 
friendship, common courtesy, 
compassion for your fellow man. 

KRISHNA 
Or woman. 

DEAN 
Whatever.  We need love to live.  
And, we live to be in love. 

INT. ART HISTORY CLASSROOM - DAY 

Janice and Camille are seated in their regular seats.  
Janice’s attention is on the lecture at hand.  Camille 
sneaks a peek around the classroom.  Dean’s seat is empty 
and he is nowhere in sight. 

INT. HOLDING CELL 

Dean and the Krishna are still seated on the floor when 
Jameson walks up to the cell door. 

KRISHNA 
So, explain how lust plays a  
part of being in love. 

DEAN 
Ah, now that’s an interesting 
point. 

JAMESON 
Hey, Quinn. 

Neither Dean nor the Krishna respond. 

JAMESON 
Quinn! 

Jameson begins to unlock the door and Dean and the Krishna 
look up. 

JAMESON 
C’mon, Quinn.  You’re out of 
here.  The Feds are here for you. 
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Dean and the Krishna look at each other, waiting for the 
other one to get up.  Jameson motions for Dean. 

JAMESON 
Let’s go Quinn.  I don’t have all 
day. 

A confused Dean shrugs and gets to his feet and heads out of 
the cell. 

KRISHNA 
Peace, brother. 

DEAN 
Ditto. 

Dean exits the cell and Jameson locks it back up. 

INT. AIRPORT SECURITY OFFICE 

Jameson escorts Dean into the office where Leroux is waiting 
with Tiny and Kamei, who are both dressed in suits and have 
FBI identification badges on their coats.  Dean looks 
surprised. 

LEROUX 
Quinn, don’t tell my you’re 
surprised to see the FBI here. 

DEAN 
Well, a little. 

TINY 
It has been awhile, hasn’t it, 
Charlie? 

DEAN 
(confused) 

Sure. 

Leroux picks a folder from the desk and reads. 

LEROUX 
Charles Quinn.  Known 
international terrorist, anti-
American activist, army deserter, 
and flag burner. 

Leroux tosses the folder aside and leans into Dean. 
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LEROUX 
You picked the wrong airport to 
screw around with. 

TINY 
Well, Lieutenant.  If all of the 
paperwork is straightened out, 
we’ll take our man. 

LEROUX 
Everything is set.  He’s all 
yours. 

Kamei handcuffs himself to Dean.  Leroux leans into Dean one 
last time. 

LEROUX 
Now, get this unpatriotic scum 
out of my airport. 

Kamei leads Dean out of the office.  Tiny shakes Leroux’s 
hand. 

TINY 
Thank you for your help, 
Lieutenant.  I’ll be sure to 
include your graciousness in my 
report. 

LEROUX 
Thank you.  We’re just doing our 
job. 

Tiny heads out of the office. 

INT. AIRPORT CORRIDOR 

Kamei and a bewildered Dean are walking away from the 
security office with Tiny bringing up the rear. 

DEAN  
(whispering) 

You want to tell me what’s going 
on? 

KAMEI 
Just wait until we get to the car 
and keep your mouth shut, 
Charlie. 
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EXT. AIRPORT SERVICE ENTRANCE 

Kamei and Tiny step out through the doors with Dean in tow.  
Kamei and Dean get into the back seat of an official looking 
sedan with government plates.  Tiny takes the passenger side 
in front.  The car pulls away. 

INT. AIRPORT SECURITY OFFICE 

Leroux and Jameson are at a desk enjoying their doughnuts 
and coffee.  Behind them, another OFFICER is waiting for a 
fax at one of the terminals.  The fax completes printing and 
the Officer removes it.  He looks at it and walks over to 
Leroux and Jameson. 

OFFICER 
We finally got a make on the guy 
with the crossbow. 

LEROUX 
Figures.  The Feds just picked 
him up a few minutes ago. 

JAMESON 
We gotta get a quicker system. 

The Officer is still looking at the print-out. 

OFFICER 
This is weird. 

LEROUX 
What? 

OFFICER 
Unless being dead is a federal 
offense, this guy’s got a clean 
record. 

LEROUX 
Let me see that. 

Leroux snatches the print-out from the Officer and looks it 
over. 

OFFICER 
Yeah, it says he died in fifty 
nine. 
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LEROUX 
Collins?  But, they said he was 
Quinn. 

Leroux hands the print-out to Jameson, who looks it over and 
then looks back at Leroux.  They screwed up. 

INT. SEDAN ON FREEWAY - DAY 

Kamei takes the handcuffs of Dean.  Tiny is loosening his 
tie and collar.  Samantha is driving.  They are all 
laughing. 

DEAN 
International terrorist? 

SAMANTHA 
Hey, it worked, didn’t it? 

DEAN 
We were lucky. 

TINY 
No, you were lucky.  It’s a good 
thing we got you out of there 
before they got a make on you. 

DEAN 
I left my Harley, and they still 
got my crossbow. 

SAMANTHA 
Joe’s got your bike.  But, your 
crossbow’s probably going to end 
up at the county FBI building. 

KAMEI 
What were you doing at the 
airport anyway? 

DEAN 
The guy in that priority one case 
I’m working on is still hung up 
on his last girlfriend.  I needed 
to get her matched up and out of 
the picture. 

TINY 
That’s kind of risky, Dean. 
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SAMANTHA 
It could be rough on him.  What 
if it backfires? 

DEAN 
Hey, all’s fair in love and war, 
right?  This is a priority one 
mission.  I’ve got to get these 
two together. 

The rest of them might not agree with Dean’s techniques, but 
they cannot argue about the importance of his priority one 
mission. 

EXT. FRESHMAN DORM - DAY 

The sedan pulls up and Samantha and Dean get out of the car.  
Tiny and Kamei are not with them.  Samantha looks the dorm 
over.   

SAMANTHA 
This is it? 

DEAN 
Yep.  It’s not much, but I call 
it Hell. 

SAMANTHA 
Look Dean, I’ve got to tell… 

Dean surprises Samantha with a big and lingering hug. 

DEAN 
Thanks for you help, Sam.  You’re 
a lifesaver.  And not the gross 
butterscotch kind, but the good 
kind. 

SAMANTHA 
Dean, listen… 

Dean’s hand reaches up beneath Samantha’s coat while they 
hug.  Samantha’s eyes widen 

SAMANTHA 
Hey! 

Dean quickly steps back.  He is now holding Samantha’s gun. 
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DEAN 
I’m gonna borrow this, okay? 

Samantha opens her coat to reveal an empty shoulder holster. 

SAMANTHA 
Damn it, Dean! 

DEAN 
I won’t lose it.  I promise. 

Dean gives Samantha his best promising and sincere look. 

SAMANTHA 
You better not.  Now, listen.  
You’ve got a second… 

DEAN 
You got any extra rounds? 

Samantha rolls her eyes and hands Dean a couple of magazines 
of ammo from her belt.  Dean stashes them into his pocket.  
Samantha reaches into the car and pulls out the dossier. 

SAMANTHA 
Dean, you have a second 
assignment. 

DEAN 
That’s all I need. 

Samantha hands the dossier to Dean, who accepts it 
reluctantly. 

SAMANTHA 
Now, you’re not going to like… 

Dean spots something across the grounds and interrupts 
Samantha. 

DEAN 
Sam, you think it can wait? 

Dean has spotted Camille walking across the grounds toward 
class. 

SAMANTHA 
No, Dean! 

Dean points Camille out to Samantha. 
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DEAN 
That’s her.  That’s Camille.  
I’ll look this over later.  I 
promise.  But, right now I gotta 
rocket. 

Dean gives Samantha a light kiss on the cheek and hurries 
off, hiding the gun under his coat, and stashing the sealed 
dossier under his arm.  Samantha watches Dean hurry off. 

SAMANTHA 
(to herself) 

You never stop and listen.  
You’re going to get crushed, 
again. 

Dean disappears around a corner in pursuit of Camille. 

INT. UNIVERSITY CORRIDOR 

Camille is walking up a crowded corridor, when Dean enters 
behind her.  Dean has to maneuver through the crowd to catch 
up. 

DEAN 
(shouting) 

Camille!  Hey, hold up! 

Camille is not happy to see Dean, who catches up out of 
breath. 

CAMILLE 
Well, if it isn’t Captain 
Heartless. 

DEAN 
Excuse me? 

CAMILLE 
Figures.  You want to cut the 
act?  You know what I mean. 

Camille is pissed.  Dean is confused. 

DEAN 
A break?  How about giving me a 
break, and tell… 
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CAMILLE 
Give you a break?  What about 
Janice?  You want to give her a 
break, other than heartbreak? 

Dean suddenly realizes why Camille is mad. 

DEAN 
Look, something came up, and… 

CAMILLE 
It’s always something. 

DEAN 
I’m serious.  There sere these 
unavoidable circumstances. 

CAMILLE 
Like what? 

DEAN 
I can’t tell you. 

CAMILLE 
(even madder now) 

Janice sat at home all night.  
She wasted two hours of prep time 
and a new outfit.  And, for what?  
A no show.  Way to go. 

DEAN 
I had no… 

CAMILLE 
You could have called. 

DEAN 
I could’ve.  And, I should’ve.  
But, I didn’t.  And, I’m sorry. 

Camille is still pissed, but she is not quite sure what to 
say now.  Dean takes advantage of the pause to change his 
approach. 

DEAN 
Listen.  What’ya say we get 
together, go out, and… 

CAMILLE 
You’ve got to be the biggest jerk 
in the entire world. 
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DEAN 
Wait.  Let me… 

CAMILLE 
You dump on my friend, and then 
you have the balls to ask me out? 

DEAN 
No, it’s not like that.  I just 
figured that with Louis, and… 

CAMILLE 
Well, you figured wrong.  I’m 
going to class now. 

Camille spins on her heels and quickly darts into a 
classroom.  A frustrated Dean follows her, but the quick 
closing door cuts him off.  Dean is left standing in the 
corridor alone. 

DEAN 
Damn it. 

Dean peers through the small window in the classroom door. 

DEAN’S P.O.V. 

Through the small window, Dean watches Camille as she takes 
a seat in the middle of the classroom.  This is Camille’s 
Music Appreciation Class and there is stereo equipment set 
up at the head of the class.  The instructor’s back is 
turned to the room.  She turns around and it is ELIZABETH 
STEWART, age forty-eight.  She is a beautiful middle aged 
woman. 

BACK TO SCENE. 

Dean almost stumbles back from the door as if he has seen a 
ghost.  He looks at the dossier in his hand, opens it, and 
reads the first page. 

ANGLE ON DOSSIER 

The name reads, “Elizabeth Stewart”.  The photo cards in the 
dossier are of the woman in the classroom. 
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BACK TO SCENE 

Dean is stunned, staring at the dossier.  He peers back 
through the window. 

DEAN’S P.O.V. 

Dean is focused on Elizabeth, or Beth.  She is speaking to 
the class, but Dean cannot hear her through the door.  She 
is very engaging and the class is listening intently. 

BACK TO SCENE 

A LATE STUDENT quickly runs up to the door, edging Dean back 
a step.  The Student throws open the door and rushes in.  
Dean takes this opportunity to quietly slip into the 
classroom. 

INT. MUSIC APPRECIATION CLASSROOM 

Dean quickly slides into a seat at the rear of the room.   
Beth’s back is to the room as she loads a compact disc.  
Camille notices Dean and quietly displays her displeasure.  
Dean sinks low in his seat, his hand covering much of his 
face. 

BETH 
As we have already discussed, 
music, perhaps, has one of the 
widest range of artistic 
variation. 

Beth turns to the class.  Dean watches her intensely from 
under his hand. 

BETH 
There is jazz, classic, country, 
rock and roll.  The list is 
endless.  But, each variation is 
indeed an art form.  And, even 
within these various 
classifications of music, other 
variations exist.  But, none is 
any less significant than the 
other. 

Beth presses the play button on one of two disc players.  A 
CONTEMPORARY HEAVY METAL TUNE explodes from the speakers.  
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Some of the students react favorably to the tune, while 
others wit with ready pens to take notes.  Beth stops the 
music. 

BETH 
While your parent might not agree 
with you, that is music.  It is 
art.  It deserves to be respected 
and appreciated.  Music is one 
art form that continues to grow 
as the generations pass.  For 
example, this is what your 
parents’ parents dismissed as a 
passing phase. 

Beth hits the play button on the other disc player.  Dean 
freezes in his seat as the guitar rifts of Buddy Holly’s 
“THAT’LL BE THE DAY” radiate from the classroom speakers.  
The students listen to the music.  Beth quickly glimpses 
over the students, her attention being drawn outside through 
a window.  She is lost in her thoughts.  Dean continues to 
watch her.  The Buddy Holly tune continues.  Camille looks 
up from her notes and looks over her shoulder at Dean, who 
is not watching her, but the instructor.  His eyes begin to 
display the glint of beginning tears.  The song reaches the 
part where Buddy mentions “Cupid shooting his dart”.  Dean 
can take no more.  He darts out of the room, startling the 
class and bringing Beth out of her thoughts. 

INT. UNIVERSITY CORRIDOR 

Dean runs away from the classroom as quickly as he can. 

INT. DORM ROOM - DAY 

The room is darker than usual, the blinds hiding most of the 
light from the windows.  Louis’ side of the room is as messy 
as Dean’s.  The picture of Sharon is missing from Louis’ 
desk.  Louis is sitting on his bed, back to the wall, knees 
pulled up under his chin.  He looks depressed.  Dean quickly 
enters the room and Louis looks up. 

LOUIS 
Where’ve you been? 

DEAN 
Out. 
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Dean goes to his closet and begins to rifle through pockets 
of hanging shirts. 

LOUIS 
All night? 

DEAN 
Yeah.  All night. 

LOUIS 
I called Sharon today 

Dean pauses in his search. 

DEAN 
Yeah? 

LOUIS 
Yeah.  I figured I’d call and see 
if I should drive up for the 
three day weekend. 

Dean continues to search through his pockets, slower now. 

LOUIS 
So, she ends up saying that she’s 
got something to tell me.  
Something important.  She met 
somebody.  A guitar player from 
England.  She met him at the 
airport.  She’s flying home from 
her grandma’s and she meets this 
musician in an airport. 

Dean finds what he was searching for, Beth’s photo.  He 
turns to face Louis, sliding the picture into the dossier. 

LOUIS 
In an airport.  I mean, who has 
the time to meet anybody in an 
airport? 

Dean does not know what to say.  He shrugs his shoulders, 
inching his way toward the door. 

DEAN 
Look.  I gotta… 
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LOUIS 
(interrupting) 

The way she described it was like 
some fucking movie or mint 
commercial.  They looked into 
each other’s eyes and instantly 
fell in love.  Just like that. 

Louis tries to snap his fingers, but he is too shaky. 

DEAN 
I really can’t talk right now. 

Dean begins to leave. 

LOUIS 
I just thought that… 

DEAN 
Later.  Okay? 

And, with that Dean leaves.  Louis looks as if he has just 
lost his only friend. 

INT. LIBRARY MICROFILM SECTION - NIGHT 

At this time of the night, this section of the library is 
deserted, except for Dean.  There are rows of microfilm 
viewing machines.  Dean is seated at one of the machines.  
He is holding onto the prom picture of Beth as he stares at 
the screen in front of him. 

ANGLE ON SCREEN 

The front page of Dean’s hometown newspaper is displayed.  
The date on it is May 30, 1959.  Dean fast forwards through 
a couple of pages and then comes to a stop.  Displayed on 
the screen is the headline: YOUTH’S DEATH BRIGHTENS HARLOW 
HILL.  Accompanying the story is a high school senior photo 
of Dean.  The newspaper story reads as follows: 

 
The City Council decided 
unanimously in last night’s 
emergency meeting to approve 
plans for street lamps along 
Harlow Hill, after the tragic 
accident that occurred on the 
night of May 26.  Local student, 
Dean Collins (18) was killed when 
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the automobile he was driving 
collided with a crossing deer.  
The collision caused the car to 
lose control and flip over, 
rolling down the steep incline.  
Elizabeth Stewart (17), who was 
also in the car at the time, 
suffered from cuts and bruises 
and was rushed to County Hospital 
for observation… 

The story goes on about the accident and the city council’s 
decision to erects street lamps along the dark stretch of 
road down Harlow Hill. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Dean continues to stare at the screen in front of him.  He 
is now holding Samantha’s gun in his hand.  He is tapping 
his forehead with the barrel of the gun.  He realizes what 
he is doing and lets out a frustrated laugh. 

EXT. BETH’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Beth’s house is a cozy wood-framed home off campus.  Dean is 
sitting on his Harley, parked in front of the house.  He has 
the dossier in one hand and the gun in the other.  The 
inside of the house is well lit and Dean can see Beth 
through a large bay window. 

DEAN’S P.O.V. 

Beth is busy with paperwork at her dining room table.  A 
cat, starved for attention, jumps up on the table and leans 
against her.  Beth smiles and pets the cat. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Dean smiles a sad smile as he watches.  Headlights flash 
across Dean’s back and he turns in his seat.  A car is 
pulling into the driveway next door.  The car shuts off and 
a handsome man in his early fifties steps out.  This is 
Beth’s neighbor, CARL RUSSEL.  He heads to the front door of 
his home.  Dean flips the dossier open and looks at it. 
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ANGLE ON DOSSIER 

The dossier is open to the photo card of Carl Russell. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Dean watches Carl enter his home.  He makes no attempt to 
shoot.  He looks back at Beth through the window.  Dean is 
on the verge of tears.  He puts the gun and dossier inside 
his jacket and zips it up.  He starts the motorcycle and 
quickly speeds away. 

INT. XAVIER’S OFFICE 

Dean tosses Beth’s dossier and the gun down on Xavier’s 
desk. 

DEAN 
I quit. 

Xavier is sitting at his desk.  He looks sternly up at Dean. 

XAVIER 
What was that? 

DEAN 
I said, I quit.  I’m not doing 
this anymore. 

XAVIER 
What are you talking about, Dean? 

Dean is somewhere between angry and distraught. 

DEAN 
This whole cupid thing.  I’m 
giving it up.  I don’t want any 
part of it. 

XAVIER 
Dean, you just can’t quit like 
that. 

DEAN 
Oh, yeah!  Watch me. 
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XAVIER 
You’re one of my best agents, 
even if you are a bit reckless.  
It is your duty  to make sure 
that those people down there find 
and experience true love. 

DEAN 
Hey!  I didn’t ask for this job.  
All right? 

XAVIER 
No, it is not all right.  You 
were given a chance to be in love 
and it turned your life around. 

DEAN 
Then why was my life taken away?  
Why did I have to die? 

XAVIER 
Listen, Dean.  You know very well 
that it is not our decision as to 
who lives and who dies.  Our only 
duty is to make sure that the 
right people fall in love while 
they are down there.  You were in 
love.  Everybody deserves… 

DEAN 
Spare me the speech about it is 
better to have loved and lost, 
than never to have loved at all.  
It’s a crock!  I’m not buying it 
anymore. 

XAVIER 
If we all thought that way, love 
would never exist. 

DEAN 
Look.  I’m done with it all.  I’m 
not going to make someone fall in 
love with another person, just so 
they can end up losing that 
person at a later date.  It hurts 
too much.  I don’t want to feel 
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responsible for anybody feeling 
that kind of pain. 

Dean heads for the door. 

DEAN 
I’m out of here. 

Xavier gets up from his chair and pounds on his desk. 

XAVIER 
Dean!  Get back here! 

Dean leaves the office, slamming the door behind him. 

INT. LOUNGE 

Dean is seated alone at the bar.  The lounge is rather quiet 
with a thin crowd.  Dean is currently nursing a drink.  The 
elevator doors slide open and Samantha steps out.  Dean does 
not even look up as she sits herself next to him without 
being invited. 

SAMANTHA 
You better not have lost my 
pistol. 

DEAN 
Don’t worry about it.  Xavier’s 
got it.  I won’t be needing it. 

SAMANTHA 
That’s what I hear.  Do you want 
to tell me why? 

DEAN 
Oh, you heard I wouldn’t be 
needing your gun, but you didn’t 
hear why? 

SAMANTHA 
You can be such a pain in the ass 
sometimes. 

DEAN 
I know.  That’s part of my charm. 

Dean motions to the Bartender for another drink, as well as 
one for Samantha, with two fingers. 
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SAMANTHA 
All right.  I heard the whole 
story.  I just thought you might 
want to tell me about it. 

DEAN 
What’s to tell?  I quit. 

SAMANTHA 
You just don’t quit.  You’re a 
cupid.  You’re going to be a 
cupid for eternity. 

DEAN 
You don’t have to get nasty. 

SAMANTHA 
Damn it, Dean!  You took a blow.  
It hurt.  I understand.  But, 
life goes on, right? 

DEAN 
(sarcastic) 

Oh.  Now, that is funny, Sam.  
Who’s life?  Not mine.  I’ve been 
dead for nearly forty years.  
You’ve been dead for …  What?  
Going on twenty, right? 

SAMANTHA 
Eighteen.  But, that’s not the 
point here. 

DEAN 
It’s not?  I’ve been doing this 
thing for a long time now.  Am I 
allowed the joys of being in 
love?  No.  This whole angel, 
cupid thing isn’t what it’s 
cracked up to be.  What about me?  
What’s in it for me? 

SAMANTHA 
This isn’t about you, Dean.  This 
is about Beth.  She has never 
experienced the kind of love you 
two shared since you left.  She 
has spent the last forty years of 
her life alone.  What kind of 
life is that? 
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Dean does not answer.  He avoids making eye contact. 

SAMANTHA 
You died in 1959.  But, Beth is 
still alive.  Let her live.  Let 
her be in love again.  She 
shouldn’t have to die with you.  
Let her go. 

The Bartender sets the two drinks down.  Samantha waits for 
an answer from Dean, but does not get one.  Dean reaches for 
his fresh drink.  Samantha lets out a heavy sigh and stands. 

SAMANTHA 
Just think of Beth, all right? 

Samantha heads for the elevator.  Dean waits until the 
elevator door closes before looking after her. 

INT. LOCAL PUB - NIGHT 

Endzone, the local college pub is decorated with a lot of 
memorabilia from the university.  A couple of Students are 
shooting pool, drinking beer, etc…  Louis, looking a little 
worse for wear, sits himself at the bar in a similar matter 
as Dean.  The PUB OWNER comes over with a skeptical 
expression on his face. 

LOUIS 
Can I get a beer? 

PUB OWNER 
You got i.d.? 

Louis pulls an out of state license from his pocket and 
throws it on the bar.  The Pub Owner looks it over, looks at 
Louis, looks back at the i.d., looks at Louis again. 

PUB OWNER 
It says here, that you weigh two 
sixty. 

LOUIS 
Weight Watchers. 

The Pub Owner shrugs and tosses the i.d. back to Louis. 

PUB OWNER 
Light beer? 
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LOUIS 
Whatever. 

The Pub Owner pours a draft and set it in front of Louis.  
Louis lifts the glass of beer up. 

LOUIS 
Who needs love? 

JANICE 
Ditto. 

Louis looks down the length of the bar to discover that 
Janice is sitting at the far end.  She has a near empty 
drink in front of her. 

LOUIS 
Buy you a drink? 

JANICE 
(shrugging) 

Sure. 

INT. ART STUDIO - NIGHT 

One of many studios in the university art department, this 
place is a mess of paint splatters, dried paper-mache, half 
finished projects, tools, etc…  Camille, dressed in a pair 
of modified, paint splattered coveralls is working on one of 
her pieces.  It is some sort of modern art interpretation of 
something or another.  She has smudges of plaster on her 
face, and adds another as she rubs her nose.  There is a 
KNOCK at the open door.  Camille looks up to find Ben 
leaning in the doorway. 

BEN 
Hey. 

CAMILLE 
Hi. 

Ben saunters into the room and looks the studio over. 

BEN 
I was in the area, so I thought 
I’d pop in and say hey. 

Camille just nods as she studies what she is working on.  
Ben takes a look at it, trying to figure out what it is. 
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CAMILLE 
How do you like it? 

BEN 
(hesitant) 

It’s…  It’s nice. 

Camille watches Ben as he appears to study the piece. 

BEN 
Hm-hm.  Yeah.  How much more work 
do you gotta do until it’s done. 

CAMILLE 
It’s done. 

BEN 
Right.  I see it now.  Of course. 

Ben walks around the piece, closer to Camille.  He stands 
beside her as she ads one final touch. 

BEN 
You know…  I was wondering if 
you’d like to go grab a bite to 
eat. 

CAMILLE 
I can’t.  I’ve got another piece 
I need to start on while I have a 
chance to use the studio. 

BEN 
Maybe some other time, then? 

Camille does not answer as she adjust a part of her 
sculpture.  She steps back from the piece and looks it over 
again.  Ben, standing next to her, looks her over.  She 
makes even a messy pair of coveralls look good. 

BEN 
That looks good. 

Camille notices that Ben is not looking at the sculpture. 

CAMILLE 
Excuse me? 

BEN 
You’re really pretty. 
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CAMILLE 
Right. 

BEN 
Well, except for a bit of plaster 
right here. 

Ben reaches for Camille’s face and wipes away some of the 
plaster.  She takes over and wipes it off herself.  Ben 
leans in closer. 

BEN 
You missed a spot. 

Ben moves in to kiss her.  Camille steps back in shock 

CAMILLE 
Hey! 

Ben throws his arm around Camille’s waist and tries to pull 
her closer.  Camille balls her hand into a fist and punches 
Ben in the eye.  Ben staggers back, holding his face.  
Camille grabs a sculpturing tool.  When Ben looks back up at 
her, she is brandishing it like a weapon. 

BEN 
Shit!  You punched me in the eye. 

CAMILLE 
If you don’t get the hell out of 
here, you’re gonna lose it all 
together. 

Ben straightens up, trying to stand tall.  He glares at 
Camille with his one good eye.  He heads for the door. 

BEN 
Lezbo bitch. 

Ben leaves.  When he is gone, Camille steadies herself 
against a counter.  She is obviously shaken. 

INT. LOFT - NIGHT 

The loft is dark.  A phone is RINGING.  Camille hurries in 
through the front door, flips on a light, and answers the 
phone. 

CAMILLE 
Hello? 
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INT. LOCAL PUB. 

Janice is at a pay phone inside the pub.  In the background, 
Louis is hanging onto the bar.  He is really intoxicated.  
Janice has to speak up over the MUSIC and the crowd. 

JANICE 
Camille? 

INT. LOFT 

Camille looks concerned. 

CAMILLE 
Janice?  Where are you? 

INT. LOCAL PUB 

Janice looks over her shoulder as Louis takes another drink.  
She has to cover her other ear to hear Camille. 

JANICE 
I’m over at the Endzone! 

CAMILLE(V.O.) 
Honey, what are you doing over 
there?  Are you all right? 

JANICE 
I’m fine, but I need your help.  
Could you come over? 

INT. LOFT 

Camille is not convinced that Janice is okay. 

CAMILLE 
What’s the matter? 

JANICE (V.O.) 
Just come over.  I’ll explain 
everything when you get here. 

CAMILLE 
Okay.  I’m on my way. 

Camille hangs up, grabs her bag and leaves, slamming the 
door behind her. 
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INT. LOCAL PUB 

Camille enters and looks around.  The pub is a lot more 
crowded now.  A couple of FRAT GUYS shooting pool notice 
Camille looking around. 

FRAT GUY 
You must be looking for me. 

CAMILLE 
Not likely. 

Camille walks by the frat guys without giving them a second 
look.  She finds Janice sitting at the bar, looking very 
tired.  Louis is slumped over next to her.  Camille does not 
notice Louis as she walks up to Janice. 

CAMILLE 
So, what’s up? 

Janice reaches over and lifts Louis’ head off the bar.  
Louis is blotto, three sails to the wind, twisted, drunk.  
He slurs something unintelligible and Janice drops his head 
back on the bar. 

CAMILLE 
What happened to him? 

JANICE 
One broken heart, and a fake i.d. 

CAMILLE 
Oh my. 

JANICE 
I just can’t leave him here. 

CAMILLE 
Okay.  You get on one side, and 
I’ll take the other. 

Janice and Camille both get under Louis’ shoulders and lift 
him up. 

LOUIS 
(slurring) 

Where we going? 

JANICE 
Home. 
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LOUIS 
But, I’m not ready. 

CAMILLE 
Oh, yes you are. 

LOUIS 
You think so? 

CAMILLE 
Yes. 

LOUIS 
Okay. 

Camille and Janice help Louis out of the pub. 

INT. DORM ROOM - NIGHT 

the door swings open and Janice and Camille are doing their 
best to hold Louis up. 

JANICE 
Dean’s not here. 

CAMILLE 
Good. 

The girls haul Louis to his bed and let him drop.  He lets 
out a slight moan.  Janice sits on the other bed as Camille 
tries to make Louis as comfortable as possible. 

JANICE 
Poor guy. 

CAMILLE 
He’ll live.  He won’t want to 
when he wakes up, but he will. 

Camille finishes by setting his waste-basket next to the bed 
below his head.  Louis is no longer among the conscience. 

JANICE 
You know, Camille?  You’re gonna 
make someone a great girlfriend 
or wife.  Maybe even a mom. 

CAMILLE 
Don’t hold your breath. 
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Camille is satisfied that Louis will be fine. 

CAMILLE 
He’s not going anywhere.  Let’s 
go 

Janice stands and they head out. 

JANICE 
What a day? 

CAMILLE 
You’re telling me? 

They shut off the light and leave. 

EXT. FRESHMAN DORM - DAY 

Dean rides up on his Harley, parks, and slides off. 

INT. DORM ROOM 

The door opens and Dean enters.  He’s surprised by the 
condition of the messy room and the fact that Louis is still 
in bed.  He quietly walks over to his closet.  Louis lifts 
himself up. 

LOUIS 
(groggy) 

Look who’s back. 

Dean turns and looks at Louis, who looks like hell. 

DEAN 
Don’t you have class? 

LOUIS 
I don’t know.  Who cares? 

DEAN 
What happened to you? 

LOUIS 
I’m just having a bad life.  
Don’t worry about it. 

Louis rolls over, pulling the covers over his head. 
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DEAN 
Louis? 

LOUIS 
I said, don’t worry about it. 

Dean does not know what to say.  He looks down to the floor. 

DEAN’ P.O.V. 

On the floor next to Dean’s foot is the framed photo of 
Sharon.  The glass is cracked. 

EXT. CAMPUS GROUNDS - DAY 

Dean is running across the university.  Dean stops in his 
tracks. 

DEAN’S P.O.V. 

Standing near the University Bookstore are Ben and Tom.  Ben 
is looking himself over in the glass of the storefront 
window. 

EXT. UNIVERSITY BOOKSTORE 

Ben is actually checking on the bruise around his eye.  He 
touches the wound and winces.  He then slides on a pair of 
sunglasses. 

TOM 
That’s one hell of a shiner. 

BEN 
It was worth it. 

TOM 
Yeah? 

BEN 
I thought dancers were the best 
lays.  But, art chicks… 

TOM 
Bullshit. 
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BEN 
I’m serious.  We were in this 
studio where she was doing this 
erotic statue.  She comes up real 
close to me, and she says…  How 
do you like it?  I thought she 
was talking about the statue, so 
I say it’s real nice, and all.  
She then runs her hand along it 
real slow, and says…  No.  How do 
you like it? 

TOM 
You read this in Penthouse. 

BEN 
I kid you not.  We start macking 
right there.  Before I know it, 
we’re on the floor.  And she’s 
going at it like it’s her last 
night on Earth. 

TOM 
Oh, man! 

BEN 
Let me tell you.  She was all 
over me.  This girl was 
unquenchable.  She rolled me over 
so she could be on top, and we 
knocked over one of those things 
you paint on. 

TOM 
Canvas? 

BEN 
No.  What you put a canvas on. 

TOM 
An easel? 

BEN 
Right.  We knock over this easel, 
and it hits me right in the face. 

Ben lifts up his sunglasses to show off the “trophy” bruise.  
He drops the sunglasses back down. 
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BEN 
She was so into it, she didn’t 
even stop. 

TOM 
Man!  That is intense. 

BEN 
If you ever get a chance to bang 
an art chick, do it.  Camille 
Parks was the best I ever had. 

Standing in earshot, just around a corner, is Dean.  He 
hurries off undetected by Ben and Tom. 

EXT. ART HISTORY CLASSROOM - DAY 

Students are filing into the classroom as Dean waits outside 
for Camille.  Mr. Conrad walks up, his arms loaded with the 
day’s lesson. 

MR. CONRAD 
Ah…  Mr. Collins, isn’t it? 

DEAN 
Uh…  Yeah. 

MR. CONRAD 
Are you planning to join us in 
class today, or are you on some 
sort of sabbatical? 

DEAN 
Well, actually… 

MR. CONRAD 
Good.  Will you get the door for 
me. 

Dean reluctantly opens the door for Mr. Conrad, who waits 
for Dean to enter.  Dean gives up and enters.  Mr. Conrad 
quickly slides in before the door closes. 

INT. ART HISTORY CLASSROOM 

All of the students are seated.  Camille and Janice notice 
that Dean has shown up.  Dean flashes them a weak smile as 
he squirms in his seat.  Mr. Conrad steps up to the podium. 
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MR. CONRAD 
We have a lot to cover today.  
So, let’s get started. 

The lights dim as slides of paintings and sculptures are 
projected on the screen behind Mr. Conrad. 

MR. CONRAD 
We’re going to start today with 
the sculptures of the eighteenth 
century. 

A slide of an eighteenth century painting, Francois 
Boucher’s Cupid a Captive is displayed.  Dean keeps looking 
over toward Janice and Camille. 

MR. CONRAD 
Like the paintings of the 
eighteenth century, sculpture led 
away from the heavy formality of 
the seventeenth century and 
encouraged the development of 
free and lively subject matter. 

Mr. Conrad notices that Dean is restless. 

MR. CONRAD 
Mr. Collins. 

Dean freezes. 

DEAN 
Yeah? 

MR. CONRAD 
Perhaps you could explain the 
next piece to us. 

Dean nervously swallows hard.  Even Janice and Camille look 
a little nervous for Dean.  Mr. Conrad clicks to the next 
slide.  It is a slide of a marble statue, Etienne-Maurice 
Falconet’s Menacing Cupid.  Dean settles back and looks the 
slide over. 

MR. CONRAD 
Well? 

DEAN 
The piece is called the menacing 
Cupid.  The sculpture was 
completed by Etienne-Maurice 
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Falconet in 1757…  I think.  If I 
remember correctly, Falconet 
earned his reputation for erotica 
with that piece in particular.  
The graceful, spiral-like pose of 
the Cupid was typical of Rococo 
art, as well as the use of Cupid 
as a subject matter.  This piece 
displays Cupid, smiling 
mischievously, warning a 
spectator to remain quiet as he 
reaches into his quiver for one 
of his poison arrows.  I think. 

Mr. Conrad is stunned.  Janice and Camille look over at 
Dean, amazed.  The whole class is silent. 

EXT. BETH’S HOUSE - DUSK 

Dean is standing on the sidewalk in front of Beth’s house.  
He takes a deep breath and walks up to the front door.  He 
hesitates, and then rings the doorbell.  He waits.  No 
answer.  He knocks.  No answer. 

CARL (O.S.) 
Hello there. 

Dean spins around to find Carl standing on the sidewalk with 
his leashed cocker spaniel. 

DEAN 
Uh…  Hi. 

CARL 
I don’t think Ms. Stewart is 
home.  Are you one of her 
students? 

DEAN 
Uh…  No.  I’m an old friend. 

CARL 
Really? 

Dean walks up to Carl. 

DEAN 
Yeah.  Well…  Sort of.  Do you 
know when she’ll be back? 



92. 

 

CARL 
She has a night class tonight.  
She should be back around ten. 

Carl extends his hand to shake. 

CARL 
Carl Russell. 

Dean excepts Carl’s hand and they shake. 

DEAN 
(quick thinking) 

Dean…  Dean Valentine. 

CARL 
Pleased to meet you, Dean. 

DEAN 
Ditto.  So, you know Beth? 

CARL 
Ms. Stewart?  Oh, yes.  We’ve 
been neighbors for about 
seventeen years now. 

DEAN 
How is she? 

CARL 
She’s a wonderful lady.  But, I’m 
sure you’re well aware of that if 
your an old friend.  She’s 
reserved though. 

DEAN 
I don’t follow. 

CARL 
Don’t get me wrong.  She truly is 
someone special, but she tends to 
keep to herself.  I don’t believe 
she ever married. 

DEAN 
No, she hasn’t. 

CARL 
That’s a shame.  Like I said, 
she’s quite a lady 
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DEAN 
Yeah, she is. 

Carl’s dog grows a bit restless. 

CARL 
I should be going.  Should I let 
her know that you came by? 

DEAN 
Uh…  No.  That’s okay.  I’ll see 
her again. 

CARL 
It was nice meeting you. 

DEAN 
Yes, it was. 

Carl and his dog head for home.  Dean watches Carl walk away 
before heading for his Harley. 

INT. ACQUISITIONS 

This is the supply depot for all of the Cupid agents.  Dean 
is standing at a counter.  On the other side of the counter 
is Tiny.  Behind Tiny are row after row of supplies and 
equipment.  Anything the well-trained Cupid might need.  
Tiny slides a pistol and ammunition across the counter.  
This pistol makes Samantha’s look like a toy.  Dean begins 
to load the pistol. 

TINY 
That’s the most powerful sidearm 
we have.  The Lamore 4000.  And, 
the guys in the lab call the ammo 
potion number nine.  Their most 
powerful stuff. 

Dean cocks the pistol.  He has a look of determination on 
his face. 

DEAN 
Let’s make love. 
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EXT. UNIVERSITY - DAY 

Once again, Dean rides up to the university on his Harley.  
He has his sunglasses, jacket, jeans, etc…  But, this time 
he has a white rose clinched in his teeth. 

EXT. CAFATERIA PATIO - DAY 

Dean and Janice are seated at one of the umbrella tables.  
It looks as if Dean has made peace with Janice.  She has the 
white rose in her hands. 

DEAN 
Friends, right? 

JANICE 
Friends. 

DEAN 
Good.  You don’t need someone 
like me making you frown. 

JANICE 
Can I ask you a question? 

DEAN 
Shoot. 

JANICE 
How did you know about that 
statue in class? 

DEAN 
Someone that I work for is really 
big on that subject matter.  I 
guess I just picked it up. 

JANICE 
I didn’t even know you had a job.  
What do you do? 

DEAN 
I sort of work for a merging 
company.  It’s kind of a hectic 
job, and it tends to screw up my 
schedule.  So, I apologize for 
any grief that I caused. 

JANICE 
It’s okay. 
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DEAN 
You know…  You’re gonna meet a 
great guy and completely forget 
what a pain in the ass I’ve been. 

JANICE 
I don’t know about that. 

DEAN 
Trust me.  I know these things. 

Janice smiles and smells her rose.  Dean glances over to 
another table.  Sitting at that table is Samantha.  She 
appears to be just like any other coed on campus.  Hidden in 
her lap is one of the hand held computers. 

ANGLE ON HAND HELD COMPUTER 

The screen shows a picture of Janice.  Samantha hits a 
button and the image changes to that of JANICE’S MATCH, a 
handsome guy in his early twenties. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Janice looks up from the computer just as Janice’s Match 
passes by.  Samantha smiles and stands.  She stashes the 
computer into a book bag and begins to follow the guy.  She 
pulls out a pistol and hides it behind her back as she 
continues to follow him. 

INT. DORM ROOM - DAY 

Louis is once again among the living.  Everything is more or 
less back in order.  Louis is at work at his desk.  There is 
a KNOCK at the door. 

LOUIS 
It’s open. 

Camille enters with her Economics book in hand.  Louis looks 
surprised as the begins to straighten up. 

CAMILLE 
Hi.  Am I disturbing you? 

LOUIS 
Not at all. 
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Louis stands to greet her as she steps in and closes the 
door behind her. 

LOUIS 
What’s up? 

Camille flashes her Economics textbook. 

CAMILLE 
I was wondering if you could clue 
me in on some of this stuff. 

LOUIS 
Me? 

CAMILLE 
Dean said you were a wiz at 
Economics. 

LOUIS 
I can’t even balance my own 
checkbook, let alone figure out 
the Gross National Profit. 

Camille begins to head for the door. 

CAMILLE 
Oh, well.  I guess I’ll just… 

LOUIS 
Hold on. 

Louis quickly digs up his Economics textbook and flips it 
open to a random page. 

LOUIS 
I’m working on it right now.  
Maybe we’ll be able to figure it 
out together. 

CAMILLE 
You sure? 

LOUIS 
We can give it a shot. 

CAMILLE 
All right. 

Louis begins to clear room for Camille at his desk. 
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EXT. BETH’S STREET - DUSK 

Dean is once again on a stakeout at Beth’s, but this time he 
is a few hundred feet away.  He is sitting on his Harley.  
Janice’s ghetto-blaster is propped on his handlebars.  BUDDY 
HOLLY is playing on a low volume.  Dean spies something down 
the street. 

DEAN’S P.O.V. 

Down the street, like clockwork, Carl is walking his cocker 
spaniel.  Dean looks over at Beth’s house.  Beth is at her 
mailbox, retrieving her mail.  She looks the mail over, 
shaking her head. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Dean quietly fights the personal battle within his heart.  
He slowly pulls the pistol out from under his coat.  He 
checks to see if it’s loaded.  It is.  He shuts the music 
off. 

EXT. BETH’S HOUSE 

As Carl approaches, Beth looks up from the mail in her 
hands. 

CARL 
Good evening, Elizabeth. 

BETH 
Hello, Carl.  They did it again 

Beth files through the mail. 

BETH 
They got our mail mixed up again. 

ANGLE OND DEAN 

Dean aims his pistol, steadying a shaky hand with the other. 

TIGHT SHOT OF BETH’S HANDS 

as she begins to hand Carl’s mail to him. 
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TIGHT SHOT OF DEAN’S TRIGGER FINGER 

as it slowly begins to tighten around the trigger. 

TIGHT SHOT OF BETH’S HANDS 

as she hands the mail over to Carl and their hands gently 
brush against each other’s. 

ANGLE ON DEAN 

He quickly fires the pistol twice, wincing as he does so.  
He looks away, wiping a tear from his eye. 

EXT. BETH’S HOUSE 

Carl and Beth smile as they look deep into each other’s 
eyes.  They’ve got “that” look. 

CARL 
Thank you. 

BETH 
My pleasure. 

There is a quiet moment between them. 

BETH 
could I interest you in a cup of 
coffee?  Tea perhaps? 

Their smiles grow broader. 

CARL 
That’d be great. 

BETH 
Good. 

Beth and Carl begin to walk toward her front door. 

EXT. BETH’S STREET 

Dean watches Carl and Beth head inside her house.  He tries 
to smile.  He puts the pistol away and starts his Harley 
with a kick.  He takes one final look before speeding off. 
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INT. DORM ROOM - NIGHT 

Louis and Camille are still studying.  FILTERED ROCK MUSIC 
begins to radiate from the neighboring dorm room.  Louis 
tosses his pencil aside. 

LOUIS 
There it goes. 

CAMILLE 
The music? 

LOUIS 
Yep. 

CAMILLE 
Do they play it that loud all the 
time? 

LOUIS 
Usually.  Especially when you’re 
trying to study. 

Camille tosses her pen aside. 

CAMILLE 
I don’t even see why they make 
art majors go through all of 
this. 

LOUIS 
To make you well rounded. 

CAMILLE 
I never figured myself square. 

LOUIS 
You mean, like me for instance. 

CAMILLE 
At first I thought you were.  
But, you’re all right. 

LOUIS 
(smiling) 

Gee…  Thanks. 

CAMILLE 
(returning the smile) 

You know what I mean. 
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LOUIS 
Yeah.  I know. 

CAMILLE 
So, why journalism? 

LOUIS 
Why art? 

CAMILLE 
I asked you first. 

LOUIS 
I just like knowing what’s going 
on around me.  I figured 
journalism would be a good way to 
keep track of things.  Your turn. 

CAMILLE 
Well…  I have a good idea of 
what’s going on around me.  I 
just interpret it in a different 
way. 

LOUIS 
I’ll buy that. 

The MUSIC from the other room gets LOUDER.  Camille closes 
her textbook. 

CAMILLE 
This is pointless.  You want to 
go get something to drink? 

LOUIS 
(grimacing) 

No. 

CAMILLE 
I mean a cappuccino, or 
something. 

LOUIS 
I guess I could handle that. 

CAMILLE 
Great. 
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EXT. UNIVERSTIY LIBRARY - NIGHT 

Ben and Tom are meandering out of the library.  They have 
folders in their hands as if they made an attempt to study. 

TOM 
Screw the A.  I’ll just settle 
for passing. 

BEN 
I’d rather crack my skull than 
crack another book. 

TOM 
Now what do you want to do? 

BEN 
I don’t know.  You want to hit 
the Endzone? 

Tom stops in his tracks and looks off in the distance. 

TOM 
I know what we can do. 

BEN 
What? 

Tom points off to the distance. 

BEN AND TOM’S P.O.V. 

Strolling along a walk along a row of buildings are Louis 
and Camille.  They are deep in conversation. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Tom has an evil grin.  Ben appears evasive as he touches the 
bruise around his eye. 

BEN 
I don’t know.  Let’s just hit the 
Endzone. 

TOM 
C’mon.  What kind of a pal are 
you?  If what you say is true, 
she’ll be all for it. 
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BEN 
What about the dweeb? 

TOM 
We can deal with him. 

BEN 
I don’t know. 

TOM 
(goading) 

That is…  Unless you feel for 
some reason that you’re not up 
for it. 

Tom gives Ben a backhand to Ben’s belt buckle, startling 
him. 

BEN 
I’m up for whatever you are. 

Tom motions for Ben to lead the way.  They both hurry off in 
Louis and Camille’s direction. 

EXT. CAMPUS BUILDINGS 

Louis and Camille are walking between two buildings.  They 
pass a JANITOR working late.  He has a mop and a bucket on 
wheels and is walking in the opposite direction.  He gives 
them a nod. 

JANITOR 
Evening. 

LOUIS/CAMILLE 
Hi. 

The Janitor goes on his way, Louis and Camille go on theirs. 

CAMILLE 
Do you want to pursue television 
or newspaper journalism? 

LOUIS 
Oh, please.  Not television. 

Louis and Camille are coming up on the janitor’s supply 
closet.  The door is open. 
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CAMILLE 
What do you have against 
television? 

LOUIS 
It’s just so… 

Without warning, Ben and Tom jump out of the supply closet.  
They quickly throw a trash bag over Louis’ head and hurl him 
into the closet while shoving Camille aside. 

CAMILLE 
Hey! 

Ben and Tom wedge a brace under the closet door handle, 
securing it shut.  They both turn around to face Camille. 

TOM 
The dead weight’s been dealt 
with.  What’ya say we party? 

Camille is scared. 

INT. DORM ROOM  

Dean bursts into the room like a cop, his gun low, but 
ready.  No one is there.  A note is hanging on a desk lamp.  
Dean rips it off and reads it. 

DEAN 
(reading) 

Dean, assuming that you’ve come 
back tonight, I went for 
cappuccino with Camille. 

Dean tosses the note aside. 

DEAN 
Cappuccino? 

Dean holsters the gun under his coat and leaves. 

INT. SUPPLY CLOSET 

The closet is cramped with various custodial supplies.  
Louis is trying to force the door open.  He pounds on the 
door. 
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LOUIS 
(shouting) 

Camille!  Hey!  Somebody!  Let me 
out of here! 

EXT. CAMPUS GROUNDS - NIGHT 

Ben and Tom are escorting Camille along a more deserted 
walkway.  They have a good hold of her from either side, and 
she is putting up a fight. 

CAMILLE 
Let go of me!  This shit isn’t 
funny! 

TOM 
Sure it is.  You’re having a 
ball. 

CAMILLE 
Damn it, Ben!  Knock it off! 

BEN 
Just shut up, all right? 

EXT. SOMEWHERE ELSE ON CAMPUS 

Dean is running across the campus, talking to himself. 

DEAN 
Cappuccino.  Had to have been 
Camille’s idea.  Where in the 
hell do you get cappuccino around 
here? 

INT. SUPPLY CLOSET 

Louis is beginning to give up on pounding on the door.  He 
looks at the supplies all around. 

LOUIS 
Screwdriver!  He’s gotta have a 
screwdriver. 
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EXT. CAMPUS GROUNDS - NIGHT 

Ben and Tom continue to hurry Camille along.  Camille 
continues to struggle. 

TOM 
Just lighten up, will ya? 

CAMILLE 
Let me go, or I’ll… 

BEN 
… or you’ll what? 

EXT. SOMEWHERE ELSE ON CAMPUS 

Dean suddenly stops running when he hears CAMILLE SCREAM.  
He pulls out his pistol and changes direction. 

DEAN 
Why isn’t it ever easy? 

EXT. CAMPUS GROUNDS 

Ben and Tom stop.  Tom throws his hand over Camille’s mouth. 

TOM 
Shut up? 

Camille bites Tom’s hand and he let’s go, yelling in pain.  
Camille then surprises Ben by punching him in the other eye.  
Ben hollers in pain, but does not loosen his grip.  He 
shakes her harshly. 

BEN 
(furious) 

You only get away with that once! 

Ben cocks his arm back to hit Camille as Dean comes tearing 
around the corner.  His gun is drawn and he aims. 

DEAN 
Let her go! 

Ben does not let Camille go, but he does lower his hand to 
get a better grip on her.  Tom, clutching his hand, just 
stares at Dean. 
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BEN 
What are you going to do, shoot 
me? 

Dean hesitates.  He begins to slowly lower the pistol. 

DEAN 
No. 

Ben chuckles through his smirk. 

DEAN 
I’m going to shoot her. 

Dean pulls his pistol up and fires at Camille.  Ben and Tom 
are horrified.  Ben drops Camille and she falls to the 
ground, unconscious.  

BEN 
You’re a fucking lunatic! 

Dean keeps the pistol trained on Ben. 

DEAN 
Yeah. 

Ben and Tom make an attempt to flee.  They turn around to 
face Tiny, Joe and Kamei, all of which have impressive 
rifles pointed in their direction. 

TINY 
Where do you think you’re going? 

Joe and Kamei quickly throw Ben and Tom up against the wall. 

KAMEI 
Eat brick! 

Joe and Kamei handcuff their prisoners.  Dean hurries to 
where Camille is laying. 

TINY 
She’ll be okay.  That’s powerful 
stuff.  She won’t remember a 
thing when she wakes up. 

DEAN 
Good. 

Tiny thumps Ben on the head. 
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TINY 
And, neither will these two when 
were done with them. 

BEN 
(panicky) 

What are you going to do? 

Tiny thumps Ben on the head again. 

TINY 
Shut up! 

Joe and Kamei escort Ben and Tom away. 

DEAN 
You better clear out of here. 

TINY 
We’re on our way. 

Tiny salutes Dean and jogs off after the others. 

DEAN 
Hey, Tiny. 

Tiny turns around. 

TINY 
Yeah? 

DEAN 
Thanks. 

TINY 
No problemo, Deano.  See ya back 
at HQ. 

Tiny hurries off.  Dean holsters his pistol under his coat, 
and checks on Camille. 

EXT. SUPPLY CLOSET 

The Janitor removes the brace from the door and Louis comes 
spilling out. 

JANITOR 
What the hell? 
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LOUIS 
Thanks. 

Louis darts off.  The Janitor shakes his head. 

JANITOR 
Damn college kids.  Go figure. 

EXT. CAMPUS GROUNDS 

Louis comes running up to Dean who is leaning over Camille. 

LOUIS 
What happened? 

Louis crouches beside Dean, and looks Camille over with 
concern. 

DEAN 
She’s all right. 

LOUIS 
Where’s Ben? 

DEAN 
He’s long gone.  I got here in 
time. 

Dean stands. 

DEAN 
You stay here with Camille, and 
I’ll go scare up campus security. 

Dean jogs off as Louis leans over Camille.  Dean keeps 
looking over his shoulder as he leaves.  Camille begins to 
stir. 

LOUIS 
Camille?  You okay? 

Camille slowly begins to open her eyes.  Louis is holding 
her head.  Dean slows down to watch.  Camille opens her 
eyes, and she has “that look”.  Without warning she begins 
to kiss a startled Louis.  Dean pulls his pistol out and 
takes aim at Louis.  He fires.  Louis is hit in mid-kiss and 
begins to return Camille’s kiss with passion. 

Dean holsters his pistol, and continues on his way.  Dean 
looks pleased. 
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DEAN 
(to himself) 

You’re the man. 

INT. DORM ROOM - DAY 

All of Dean’s belongings are being packed.  Louis and 
Camille, the happy couple, are Dean as he packs.   

LOUIS 
Are you sure you gotta go? 

DEAN 
Positive.  College life isn’t my 
cup of tea. 

CAMILLE 
What are you going to do now? 

DEAN 
I don’t know.  Hopefully a 
vacation. 

Dean packs the last of his belongings and throws his 
saddlebags over his shoulder. 

CAMILLE 
Well, I never thought I’d say 
this…  But, I’m going to miss 
you, Dean Collins. 

DEAN 
Thanks. 

Camille gives Dean a quick kiss and a hug. 

LOUIS 
I hate to see you go.  Thanks for 
everything. 

Louis holds his hand out to shake. 

DEAN 
Aw…  Who are we kidding? 

Dean pulls Louis in and they hug.  After a couple of pats on 
the back, they separate.  Dean grabs his stuff. 

LOUIS 
You need help with that? 
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DEAN 
I got it.  You kids just stay 
put. 

Dean heads for the door.  He pauses and turns around.  Louis 
and Camille are hand in hand, very much in love. 

DEAN 
I had a feeling about you two the 
whole time.  You make a great 
couple. 

LOUIS 
Thanks 

CAMILLE 
Thank you. 

Dean points a finger at them, pistol style. 

DEAN 
You are welcome. 

With that, Dean leaves. 

EXT.  HIGHWAY - SUNSET 

Dean, on his Harley, rides off into the sunset.  What else 
would you expect? 

FADE OUT. 
 
 


